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STUDIES AND APPRECIATIONa 

AFTERTHOUGHTS 

One must always, it seems, look back ftpon one’s 
work with a curious mixture of hostility and clandes¬ 
tine affection. Particularly is this the casp when, as 
in these random studies, it has been done wit^jin 
a limited space, having in mind some* or other 
definite end that was to be served.* Everything is 
conditioned by the aim it serves, a fact that literary 
criticism is too often pleased to forget; but when, 
as in the case of these studies, that aim is definite 
and articulate, it is inevitable that one’s afterthoughts 
should be prolific of qualifications of the statements 
made, and adjustments of the points of view taken. 
Speech is the'noblest attribute o 4 mdn; yet^^t is a 
humiliating consideration that even in so noble a 
function it is impossible for him *1:0 arrive at truth. 
Every statement is a lie, for every statement is% 
pretlusion. Yet the colourless balancft between two 
emphases is a deeper kind of a lie still, for it sSys 
nothing when perhaps something should be said. It 
adds cowardice to'•falsehood. It is not by the 

A 
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exclusion of emphasis that truth may be arrived at, 
but by the indusion of a variety of emphasis. Nor is 
this only in order that one emphasis may qualify 
^nother emphasis, but rather that one em|)hasis igay 
coalesce with another emphasis, and so, truth meeting 
I with truth, the Temple "of Beauty may be seen shining 
in q. whiteness compounded of all colours, dimly 
through the mists of earth. 

One turns to past examples of literary criticism for 
curious and contradictory instances of this. When 
Jeffreys, for instance, cried out on Wordsworth’s 
Excursiotf, “ This will never do! ” there is probably 
no lover of pfietry who does not believe that he 
thereby damned himself as any kind of a judge on 
the matter. And yet, in a sense, he was right. For 
there is no pne who will claim that Tie Excursion 
fulfils all the demands of poetry; and if Jeffreys chose 
to take his stand on just those demands that it did 
not fulfil, he was so far justified in saying it would 
never ^ do. The perversity of the man may not be 
commendable; but, given his perversity, he was right 
ervough. What he did not see, and what literary 
critics never yet have succeeded in seeing, is that no 
poem fulfils sfll the demands of poetry; and if‘one 
choose to stand on just those particular demands it 
has failed to fulfil, it would be possible to dismiss as 
summarily any poem in the world. When a poem or 
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a poet has won his rank and authority it may possibly 
be desirable then to take such a stancFujornentarily,* 
as a passing discipline, in order not to have one’s 
vi^on bounded by a single view: though even theij 
it would demand imperative reasons to justify it. 
But, in the main, no poem ca’n be made to yield a*ny, 
beauty till its own point of view has been conceded 
and" taken. 

“ And you must love him, ere to you 
He will seem worthy of your love,” 

sings .Wordsworth of the poet. For it is true, as 
some one has said, that there was never yet a secret 
told to them that knew it not befbre. A critical 
attitude towards any unveiling of beauty is enough 
to dismiss and destroy it for ever: though it yet 
remains beautiful despite the fact that^the critic has 
cancelled his sight of its beauty. It is not for nothing 
that all the great schools of initiation have proceeded 
on the basis of fearlessness, acceptance, and humility; 
and it is not for nothing that the pOrtals to every 
great religion have been inscribed with the word 
Faith. 

This is the supreme value of Art. It not oijy., 
accepts and rejoices in this great discipline—for any 
work of art is an irrevocable act of faith: it unkrls 
some aspect of the ceptral beauty that is more than 
all aspects. That is to say, each work of art is in 
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itself a kind of synthesis. It not only defies the 
search of analysis, but, in itself, it offers a broader 
front than any one appreciation of it. It is true to 
^ay that criticism, strictly as such, can never bof, of 
any final value, and that appreciation is the only 
way of discovery; but ft is also true that appreciation 
itself may only lay emphasis on one of many possible 
aspects. What that aspect may be will depend on 
the point of view that occasion or inclination has 
decreed. ^But in laying such an emphasis it will 
appear to diminish, or obviate, other points of view; 
and so, when the occasion or inclination has passed, 
it will look lik5 a falsehood: true in itself, ma,ybe, 
but a falsehood by contrast. Art, and chiefly Poetic 
Art, in its magnificent patience or its splendid 
passion, is C(jntent to create out of the central stuff 
of Beauty, and to forbear from judgments. But 
appreciation must be content to run to and fro, 
and speak of what it sees from its many points of 
view.. 

Consequently, when this has happened, when such 
an, occasion has passed, certain changes have occurred 
■io one that make it impossible to recover the old 
mood, or to sfte how another might regard a certain 
ecBphasis on coming to it for the first time. Though 
we agree with every word that has been written, in 
having advanced to newer points of view the old 
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fissay looks wayworn. It looks wayworn because 
that is truly what it is: it is wayworn? 4t is the way 
by which one has come to a richer understanding. 

Or,#to descend to .the particular, it may be that 
changes have happened, not^ only in oneself, but in 
the general attitude toward*one’s subject.* This is* 
more or less true with regard to the essay on * The 
Art of J. M. Synge,” that originally aj^peared in 
England in the Fortnightly Review and in America in 
the Forum. When I wrote it there was pot, to my 
knowledge, any full-length appreciation of his wqjrk., 
It was only a short while ago; neverthlless, since 
then a chorus of indiscriminate praise has arisen that 
r cannot agree with. To my own personal thought, 
for a very considerable stretch of years there have < 
been two dramatists pre-eminently tljat stand out 
from the ruck of mere journeyman work; Ibsen 
for breadth and scope, Synge for sheer beauty. Yet, 
if there is one thing more than another noticeable in 
Synge’s work, it is his small and limited fiel4^ And 
this, in drama especially, is a considerable detraction. 

It is not small only in its finaF achievement: it is 
small also within that achievement, since there is***!, 
certain sameness running through it.* There is also 
a character of unhealthiness in it that it would* be 
unwise to neglect. The bea!Vity is as indisputable as 
it is rare: but it also is somewhat hectic. The 
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,vigour, too, is the vigour of unhealthiness: it is 
brutal; it is‘bitter. 

To be true, I have not in my essay inferred the 
contrary of this. But the words i© which I 'Spolce 
are much like the words in which others are speaking; 
'and I do*not mean all they mean. Very likely it is I 
who am wrong: I only wish to define my attitude 
more clearly for those who may read my essay. 
Where we are at one is in wonderment at those who 
have attacked Synge’s Playboy of the Western World. 
Thf; attack has proceeded in all sincerity; and, 
ostensibly'at least, from the worthiest of motives. 
It has been saiS that Synge vilified Ireland in the 
play. That, if true, would be a serious charge. To 
vilify that dear land, among tke few places in Europe 
where vision cis alive and where the people conse¬ 
quently do not perish in herds and factories, might 
be forgivable in a foreigner, but scarcely in a man 
like Synge, in whose veins the blood was Irish, But 
it is iiy-eresting to discover that the charge has pro¬ 
ceeded on the basis of a well-worn artistic heresy. 
An* artist is under ho tribute to people his art wi^h 
'^er than the creatures of his own brain. He does 
not reproduce ®the semblance that some society at 
soifle moment has come to t^ear. "' Indeed, it may 
happen that, if that seiriblance be an unhappy or an 
unworthy one, he may remind it of its forgotten 
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greatness; for the measure of his own greatness is 
his kinship with those diviner elemejits, and hi^ 
power to create of them “ forms more real than 
living man.” Shakespeare did not vilify England 
by the creation of Justice Shallow any more than h*e 
flattered her by the creation«’of Cordelia. tJe merely^ 
peopled his art, and the test of the result was not to 
be ’found in England but in Shakespeare. So with 
Synge. To say that Pegeen Mike is somewhat un¬ 
cannily brutal, or Christy Mahon vividly sensuous, is 
not to say that Synge vilified Ireland, but that, as I 
have suggested, his passion was somewhat hectic, as* 
his vigour was brutal. Which is «quite a different 
thing. Naturally he had to abide by ,the e’xaction on 
every creator, and find a local habitation for his 
creations, even as there was one quarter of the earth 
that fed him with the elements of ^uman nature 
nearest to those most apt to spring from his own 
brain and blood. Paris could not do this; Ireland 
did: and Ireland should be mor« proud of one of her 
sons who has succeeded in creating an art tnat was 
beautiful, despite its hectic flufh, instead of being 
stirred to anger because some short-sighted cr^ji^ 
mistakes that hectic flush for her owg. 

With regard to the essay on “ Robert Browning’s 
Vision:’’ this was written^s a centenary notice for 
the English Review in England and the North 
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American Review in America, Its occasion, not to, say 
’its prescribe4 icope, naturally set out its limitations; 
yet I was considerably surprised when some of its 
critics, in England, complained that I did not mention 
the difficulties that attend the reading of Browning. 

csjuld jjiention a varit'ty of things that I did not 
•mention in the essay. As I have hinted, it is an 
unfortunate limitation of speech that a man can only 
I say one thing at a time. Yet it had been my chief 
desire to solve the central difficulty of Browning’s 
poetry so far as I might. It is always unwise to bring 
theories taLife or Literature: yet it seems to me 
that there is always some central room in a man’s 
■house of art which, if we can reach, will make all the 
dwelling stand around us in order and in harmony, 
and with a manifest purpose. It was this that I 
sought to reach in the case of Browning, Why, I 
asked, did this man always speak through the lips of 
men and women when it was clear, from the general 
nature of his ahoioes among them, and the words 
they spake, that his chief interest was not in any 
mere objective presentation of character, but in sub- 
j^tive intimations of Wisdom f Why was it that one 
could pick out SQ many sayings of his men and women, 
thaj.were vividly characteristic of them, but of which 
one could affirm positively that they were Browning’s 
triumphant finding of his own philosophy: sayings, 
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for example, of Abt Vogler, of the Rabbi ben Ezra, of 
Cleon, Karshish, Andrea del Sarto, Frsf Lippo Lippi, 
Pictor Ignotus, and a hundred others, including such 
as •Sludge and Blougram ? On the mention of any of^ 
his poems depicting such characters, one could almost 
inevitably recall the lines tiat were its pivot ahd 
cause of being; and these would almost inevitably 
echo* Browning’s own faith. Obviously there was a 
reason for this. Such a man was clearly not con¬ 
cerned in character for its own sake, even though lie 
thought this of himself. I Remembered that, always, 
my difficulty in reading Browning was having to 
enter into so many different charactersVith apparently 
so small a purpose. It seemed so capricious; and I 
used to wish, with his wife, that he would sing out of 
his own person—^though my adjurations to that end 
were not quite so seemly as hers doubtless were. It 
was like wandering in a labyrinth. Then, as I worked 
to and fro, suddenly I struck on what seemed to me 
the cause; and I remember wha> an illumination it 
flooded through my mind. Each character-study 
seemed of fresh and separate value. Each passage 
seemed to lead to one spacious*and central hall. 

I read, my being thrived (as it is the intent of Litera¬ 
ture that Being should thrive thereby) where it l^d 
only beet} puzzled before. .And consequently, inas¬ 
much as men who write are not in the habit of 
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considering themselves as beneath the average in¬ 
telligence, judging that what had meant illumination 
to me might bring the same to others, and seeing it 
had not been said before, I worked it out,in nan 
essay. Obviously, therefore, it lay outside its scope 
• to* deal with those oth^r, incidental, difficulties that 
wer^ part of the haste of the man to glean the heavy 
harvest that lay in his fee. 

In “ Falstaff’s Nose ” I struck somewhat fiercely 
perhaps. Yet perhaps it needs some striking to 
loosen a stone, false to the structure, inserted nearly 
two centuries ago. A certain poet, once in my hear¬ 
ing, argued thfe interesting proposition that poets 
should be at liberty to amend an earlier brother’s 
faults, and to improve and refurbish his lines con¬ 
siderably. Yet I think that even he would object to a 
learned editor exercising this privilege. 

All the essays on poets writing and living at the 
present time, together with some others that I have 
not wjshed to* call*'up from the shades, appeared in 
a series that I wrote on “ Some Living Poets.” 
The series ended? abruptly; but a number of 
a^ople, kindly disposed, and strangers to me, wrote 
to me asking chat they should be collected together 
in^ volume. It is always a hazardous proceeding to 
criticise contemporariesj nor is it always desirable; 
but this counsel is often turned from one of wisdom 
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to one of mere fear. It does not seem altogether a 
desirable state of affairs when we flbd men who 
profess thehiselves lovers of Poetry, and who write 
fretly^n praise of poets of the past, however small,^ 
refusing altogether to read, or write upon, contem¬ 
porary poetry. Theirs cani scarcely be called * a 
robust faith. , 

The lecture on “ Meredith: the Philosopher in the 
Artist,” wears the oldest date of all the inclusions in 

the volume. It was delivered as a lecture after a 

• • 

feat that was also a splendid adventure. For I had 
just read through Meredith, work by work,»prose and 
poetry, in chronological order of vfriting.^ It was 
like living through another man’s life, living through 
his growth of power and thought, and finding the 
same wonder in the coming of wisdom. It was 
altogether thrilling. I remember one stormy morning 
climbing the “ Wetterhorn,” as we mounted through 
the clouds in the growing light of the dawn, how 
peak was added to peak as we ciimtfed higher, and 
with what a thrill each rose-gold crest rose into 
recognition until the wide cloistrak fraternity stretched 
in multitudinous array, as it were, to the shores (3^ 
infinity, and the whole high seen* was mapped 
in the sunlight at one’s feet. It was an exquisite 
moment. .Yet the task wac not more arduous, nor 
the recompense more as^i^ndinjj 
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the peaks of thought with a mental athlete like 
Meredith. 

Apart from the personal changes one noticed 
|tealthiiy coming on oneself (changes, in the main,'of 
small interest to others), even to the poise of carriage 
<> or to a tone of voice, the (hing that was most impressive 
was Jthe perception of the organic unity of Meredith’s 
thought. I use the word organic, because it grew 
upon itself, branched out and throve. The characters 
had a wonderful interest in themselves; but they 
. seemed to take a new interest as evidences of their 
creator’s mental progress. Nesta Victoria stood over 
against Lucy Ffeverel with an altogether new mean¬ 
ing, and Sandra-Vittoria stood midway between them 
• as illustrative of the progress from one to the other. 
It was even more so with regard to those “ back¬ 
ground characters ” of which I speak in the lecture; 
those men who, in the novels, seem somehow to bear 
Meredith’s banner in the fray; his “ choruses,” as 
most creators'have their choruses. Austin Went¬ 
worth, thin of blood, can be seen giving place to 
Merthyr Powys, who has richer veins without the 
..spontaneity these should give his mind; to him 
succeeds Majcrr Percy Waring, where the blood 
b«;wmes more spontaneous, and Austin Wentworth, 
where the mind takes all added graciousness; then 
comes Tom Redworth, staunch and strong, full of 



blood and firm in its control, yet lacking the nerve 
and culture of refinement; a clear steyping-stone to 
Dartrey Fenellan, who, in his quick blood, steady 
nerves^ and strong brain, has all these attributes in 
spontaneity of manhood, and Matthew Weyburn, 
who would have them tooj with meditation aftd 
reflective wisdom moreover, save for the difficulty 
of being one of the supporters of a necessary plot, 
as his brothers were not. 

It was no fancied conceit: it grew upon one’s 
thought as one read, or came^ever and again with 
a shock of surprise. And when, with this, slow and 
steady growth, one read the poetry that lay beside it, 
and expounded the philosophy (if one may use this 
word after its corruption at the hands of system- 
mongers) that was exemplified in that growth, it was 
impossible to resist the conclusion that they were 
two different impressions of the same thing. Conse¬ 
quently I set out to expound for myself this philo¬ 
sophy that appeared to mean sp much. That it 
is far, very far, from all, I am only too well 
aware. , 

The essays on Thackeray and Dickens were botlj^ 
centenary notices. In each I strovfj to reach the 
central note that should elucidate the perplexing^in 
each writer. How a man,of wonderful gifts an'S 
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abilities should have failed to give that ring of passion 
that makes enduring characterisation, and why we 
should always be fascinated by the memory of char¬ 
acters that we learn are mere examples of grotes- 
querie, were the problems I set out to answer in 
each case. 

It has been particularly interesting to me to notice 
the coincidence that all the plays of Mr. Bernard 
Shaw that I have seen staged since I wrote “ The 
Vitality of Drama ” have been acted as farce, not 
as comedy as had previously been the custom. And 
one of thp most curious results of this has been that 
Mr. Shaw has- become, by that fact, a popular 
dramatist, earning continuous runs from six months 
to a year in London, instead of being the playwright 
of a select, and elect, minority. His drama is farce 
with a meaning in it; but it is farce nevertheless. 
Even the wit takes a further value from the farcical 
postulate—as, for example, that of a butler in a 
middle-class house who is a peer in disguise—and 
that which is not wit often wears such an appearance 
for the same reason. It is, in fact, intellectual farce; 
_^nd since no man can deny his predecessors, however 
he may try, it sprang very clearly from a very un¬ 
healthy state of affairs in the theatre that Mr. Shaw 
attempted to correct; ^and which, indeed, he did 
correct, in his own way. 
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When I wrote the article I was taken mildly to 
task for saying that the basis of dr^a is words. * 
And when, more recently, in a study of Shakespeare, 

I jepeated this, I was taken much more severely to 
task, and in mightier quarters, incurring, indeed,* 
the added penalty of having ‘^ther and morSi heinons 
charges raised against me with regard to other 
portions of the book, as a kind of final fl^igellation. 
Let it rest so. I have only to ask if Hamlet, or 
Prometheus Bound, or (Edipus be drama? If they 
be, and if one were to blot out all the words that 
built them, it would be interesting to disQover ho*w 
much of drama in them would be left. It may well 
be that if one were to “ refer to the derivation of the 
word Drama ” one would “ find it to be Action and 
not the Word.” But what precisely the derivation 
(actual, not dictionary) of the Action *is, if not the 
Word, does not appear. Even if the action were 
to be conveyed in dumb-show, how is the interpreter 
to have the value of the action# conveyed to him 
apart from words ? Otherwise, and if the action were 
a violent one, there might be reprisals. Indeed, one 
would scarcely heed the objection except that the 
objector were so justly distinguished a person as 
Mr. Gordon Craig. 

In conclusion I have to thank the editors of th^ 
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Bookman, the English Review, the Fortnightly Review, 
' the Nineteenth Century, the Forum, and the North 
American Review, the Academy, the New Age, and 
the Nation, for their courtesy in permitting mfc to 
reprint these various essays. 

Darrell Figgis. 


July 3,1912 





IN PRAISE OF PRAISE 

. • . . . ^ 
Without contradiction, great is the praise of praise. 

It, like mercy, is a quality quick and ^keen *10 

bless both giver and receiver. Moreover, it Js a 

proof in both giver and receiver of royalty in the 

blood. For it is not possible that a criminal should 

praise: he may applaud, but he cannot praise, seeing 

that the function of praise is something that the 

whole heart is participant in, whereas th* criminal 

is a house divided against itself, his conscience 

against his purpose, and his purpose against his 

conscience. Yet perhaps even a criminal may praise. 

But he cannot praise crime. To praise, he must 

praise with his whole being; he must take rank 

with his conscience; and thereby he becomes no 

. more a criminal, but a man of splendour. The deed 

is his accolade of royalty. 

You may tell the man of splendour by his capacity 
for praise, even as you may tell the age of splendour 
by its capacity for praise. It is a kind of touchstone. 
: There are, for instance, certain men at jvhom History 
I stands in perplexity; and at whom History mij^ 
continue to stand perplexed until this touchstone 

has been brought forward to resolve the perplexity. 

17 B 
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You may admire Robespierre; you may stand in 
wonder of his>'genius; you may see him thrust his 
way from obscurity to an unrivalled dictatorship, 
and hold, frail and unlovely though he be, a whole 
fair France in fear of his slightest nod; and it may 
stir youi blood. Similarly, you may question the 
real greatness of Mirabeau; you may think him after 
all but a charlatan, a mimicker of greatness, a mock 
prophet tricked out in robes the like of which he 
had seen elsewhere, and had had carefully copied. 
Ypu may think all this, and yet you will have a 
sneaking regard for Mirabeau, even as you turn from 
Robespierre as you would from a very beautifully 
coloured toad. Then you will have it brought to 
your mind that Mirabeau must have been able to 
praise, a big, open, whole-hearted, generous praise, 
if occasion demanded it, even though no single 
instance arose to your mind of his having done so; 
and you would dare wager with any that Robespierre 
could not so have praised, that his approval must 
needs have been a poor, watery, grudging kind of 
plaudit, while he pulled his spectacles down from 
his forehead to scan your intentions carefully: when 
the whole perplexity will at once stand resolved to you, 
^d you will take your rank with the charlatan, were 
he charlatan never so much, and against the man 
of the Mountain, 
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And tell me, will you, when was Rare Ben Jonson 
the better man: when he wrote Sejanus, or when ^ 
he wrote of the man who had been his great rival in ■ 
idfam^i, who had defied all rules and principles of 
Art, such rules and principles as he had laid down 
magisterially at the Mermaid, and who probably , 
had compelled him to leave writing for the “ Gl9be ” 
or cease his dramatic brawling, that “ h& loved the 
man, and did honour his memory on this side idolatry 
as much, as any ” ?—that “ he was not for an age, 
but for all time ” ?—that he was the “ Soul of the 
Age! The applause! delight! the wonder of our 
Stage! ” Nay, how did Ben earn the epithet of 
“ rare ” ? Was it because of his Book ? Was it 
because he laid down the law heavily of a night, and , 
through to many a merry morn, at the Mermaid? 
Tyrants are not wont to be dubbed rare. Or was it 
because he had a soul large enough to praise ? 

You will say, perhaps, that Ben could blame 
and blame mightily. True; but then it |akes a 
man who can praise to blame. Nay, a man who 
cannot praise should never on any account be en¬ 
trusted with the instrument of blame, for he will 
not use it properly; he will not blame; he will be 
merely and weakly censorious, irritably censorial^: 
and a censor is not a blamen A censor is to a blamer 
as a sycophant is to a praisj^^ffi^iou ntftgt have 
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standards of differentiation for the one; you need 
have none for the other. To blame is to detect 
blemishes. Ben once detected a blemish to such good 
effect that Shakespeare was constrained to aher 
the line accordingly. And therefore blame, like 
o pfaise, which is its obvefse, is a wise function. There 
was .probably never blame that did not imply praise. 
Once there was a young man who wrote a long poem— 
which was no ill thing to do—but he wrote it in an 
age of censors, and in that he was unfortunate. He 
called his poem Endymion, and he was told to “ go 
back to the shop, Mr. John. Stick to plasters, pills, 
and ointment boxes.” There has been much good 
ink used in discussing whether or not a certain 
fretfulness was induced in Keats as a result of this, 
weakening him for the scourges of phthisis, and 
leaving us a decapitated poetry. But it must ever 
remain a matter of speculation as to what would have 
happened to him had he fallen into an age of good 
praiserg, who would have hailed him royally, without 
omitting to point out those blemishes, those vul¬ 
garities and immitigable crudities, that he himself 
declared he was not unaware of. 

For there is a deep principle in this: a principle of 
life. It is possible to save a soul by praise when no 
other method could avail. You could raise an age 
of giants by praise. There is an ancient belief 
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_that is yet not so ancient—that we grow round 

our names like peas round a stick: that to call a boy ‘ 
“ Bob ” from his youth up would make him quite 
a ‘diEgrent man from the probable product had you 
ever hailed him as “Robert.” There is another 
superstition, which is no superstition, that if you s'ee , 
a friend pale and ill, you may send him to the grave 
by advising him of the fact, whereas you'^may save 
him by proclaiming his robust appearance. So it is 
with praise. Praise, as has been said, is a wise 
function; you cannot praise something that is not 
there; you could not have praised Keats because his 
poetry was robust and manly. The good praiser 
would have seen with native perception just what his 
poetry held worthy of praise, knowing that no man 
would have published an ambitious book without 
something worthy of praise in it; and Ae would have 
praised that royally. He would have known that no 
ill could have come of this; that, indeed, no ill can 
ever come of praise; but that thetecetver would have 
burgeoned to the quality praised in him, filling out 
its proportions, and coming indet*d actually to be the 
thing he was acclaimed for being, like a boy to the 
sound of his name. Yes, you could false an age of 
giants by praise. 

Instead of which, you will hear it said that praise 
is forbidden, inasmuch as its avowal would make its 
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^ receiver egoistic. Just as though it were not good 
to be egoistic? Just as though the salt of the earth 
were not a healthy egoism! Where, in the name of 
^conscience, will you find a virtue that is not egoistic, 
that is not the assertion of an abundant personality ? 
' Men wer'e automatons ei^e: frigid things, mechanical 
things, not splendid and urgent things. Praise itself 
is egoistic.* Look you, the man who will not praise 
is the man who is not sure of himself, who is so little 
convinced pi his own greatness that he will withhold 
the thought of that attribute from others for fear 
lest they‘outshine and out-distance him. The man 
who will ;iot praise has never possessed his own soul. 
He has never risen to the splendour of confidence in 
himself, and so, instead of royally acclaiming others 
in a spirit of frank equality, he will be found for ever 
fortifying himself and his little prowess by the twin 
agencies of censure and sycophancy. And therefore 
praise is not only the acclaimer of greatness; it is 
not only the creator of greatness; it is the proof of 
greatness in a man. You may know the little man 
by a sign; it is stamped on his speech. He will be 
for ever saying that praise is a good thing, and a 
necessary thing, but that he has not yet found any- 
tjiing in his age and generation worthy of his praise. 
That is to say, that though you could raise .an age of 
giants by praise, it would take an age of giants to do it. 



J. M. SYNGE 

It was given to JoAn Millington Synge to achieve* 
one of the supreme paradoxes of literature., He w«s, 
of course, not the only one. ^ There was Shakespeare. 
Of them both it is possible to hear on th^ one hand 
that they are the complete expression of their several 
national spirits, and on the other that they are 
not national at all, but cosmopolitan and remote. 
Whereas in fact the truth is that they express thar 
national spirits so completely and finally that they 
lift them out of the national into the international. 
They are not hedged by their boundaries, for they 
are so lofty that they can more readily see each other 
than the limits of the countries in whibh they stand. 
Yet the fact remains that they do indeed really stand 
in their several countries, and derive their susten¬ 
ance—not merely their physical, but rather now 
their artistic, sustenance—from the national earth in 
which their feet are planted. .They speak in the 
cosmopolitan upper air; but their emotions come 
from the red national earth that br^d them. It is 
their stature that makes the paradox. 

J. M._ Synge himself in. figure and temperament 
suggested the intense, brooding, imaginative, and 
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sensitive Irish spirit. He was born in 1871 in Rath- 
farnham, Co., Galway, the youngest son of John 
Hatch Synge, barrister-at-law, and the owner of 
some landed property in that county. Tutortd 
for Trinity College, Dublin, he entered there in 1888, 
graduated there four years later, taking prizes in 
Hebrew and Gaelic in* the interim. Music, too, 
engaged hjs attention; and since in the year prior 
to his graduation he had taken a scholarship in 
Harmony, he passed, in 1893, to Germany to con¬ 
tinue his studies there. But though music in later 
hours wa^, to unlock secrets for him in the Isles of 
Aran and Blasket, it ceased to enthral him now; 
and in 1895 he was in Paris, seeking to qualify 
himself for literary criticism with a thoroughness 
characteristic of him. 

Yet, though he leaned thus toward literary ex¬ 
pression, the creative impulse was then hardly awake 
in him. The few poems that mark this time are not 
so mucti characteristic of him as they are sympto¬ 
matic of the language that marks a certain type of 
French poetry. It, needed the word spoken into 
him to awaken the impulse to creation: and that 
word could noj; be spoken in Paris. Like all great 
souls he was paradoxical in all things. He was a 
silent man because he was full of speech. Thus, too, 
he wandered Europe because he could be at home 




only in Ireland. He might have achieved criticism 
in Paris, because criticism is an aloof hnction that 
sees life from without, through literature: he could 
onl^ haye risen to the spontaneity of creation where 
his soul was attuned to life itself, and this could not 
have been in alien Paris. Nor had his brooding sou? 
the energy to discover this for himself. 

It was discovered for him by a divine> chance. 
And it was discovered, appropriately enough, by one 
who with him stands out and above the earnest band 
that has determined to raise Ireland again to dignit) 
in European literature. During a visit to Paris ii 
1899, W. B. Yeats stayed, where he and a numbe 
of other Irishmen were wont to stay, at a little hotc 
in the Rue Corneille, opposite the Odeon Theatre 
He here heard of an Irishman who, “ even poort 
than myself, had taken a room at the top of th 
house. It was J. M. Synge, and I, who thought 
knew the name of every Irishman who was workii 
at literature, had never heard of him.”* Seeing tl 
man, noting his preoccupation with a literature th 
had already become obsessed with itself, remc 
from the warm pulse of life, perceiving, too, he 
truly he was kin to the soul of Ireland , he bade h 
leave all these literary forms and expressions, a 
go to the Alan Islands up the bay of Galway, th 
“ to express a life that has never found expressio 
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It was a divine chance: it was, indeed, divination: 
more so than Yeats could ever have been aware of at 
the time he spoke. For Synge went to Aran; he 
left his wanderings over Italy, France, arid Germany; 
and went to Aran, spending large portions of the 
lollowing few years there. And he wrote of Aran. 
Or rather, Aran spoke through him; for in reading 
his account of his life there, we do not so much hear 
a man speaking of the externals of topography, 
manner of life, and the like, as the soul of a people 
speaking through the writer, brushing aside, or 
greatly»assuming, those superficial aspects that the 
inquisitive eye would seek to be informed of. In 
fine, a manner of creation was already proceeding: 
impulsion and the act of writing were springing to 
spontaneity: intensity of life was speaking through 
intensity of thought. In Paris he essayed to be a 
critic of a literature that was already becoming 
decadent. In Inishmaan and Aranmore he was the 
living voice ftf a people that had kept its original awe 
and native purity truer than any other people in 
Europe. And this is the more remarkable, because 
he speaks in his book of not understanding the people, 
of feeling strangely aloof and alien to them. It was, 
in fact, because he passed so into their life that he 
felt he understood them so little, even as a man him¬ 
self least knows the aspect of his own face. His 
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intense identity with them blotted out the critic in 
him. Yet he was not of them; for he Jiad a voice, 
and they had not. 

It w^ at this time that he was caught up in the 
dramatic movement that was stirring to life in 
Dublin. It was, at least, singular that Greatioi* 
should be stirring in him while the vent for it was 
stirring in Dublin. Even such strange chances is 
it, giving the colour of divinity to life, that wake 
words of wonder on men’s lips, such as Hamlet’s 
startled observation. Yet, though he was caught 
up in it, he was the servant of no movem^t. He* 
did not create it, as Yeats may be said largely to 
have created it; nor did it create him, as" it has 
created others. He preserved his detachment by 
the imperious lonely instinct of his soul, brooding on 
all things, yet subservient to none; and, though it 
does not appear to be so at first flush, he really ex¬ 
pressed the movement better by his detachment than 
he could have done had he been it» servant, e\ en as 
he expressed the Irish spirit better because he was an 
artist, and therefore knew how to select and arrange. 

He even brought it to something that was external 
to it. For the inception of the movement largely 
arose from a preoccupation with the ancient litera¬ 
ture and mythology of Ireland: whereas he came 
with something of a contempt for the aerial figures 
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that meant so much to Mr. Yeats, for example, and 
A. E. They were engaged deeply and earnestly with 
Angus, Maeve, and Fand, the “ plumed yet skinny 
Shee.” He came from a people living oh bare, stern 
rocks, set in a wild tempestuous sea, at war with 
Time, Wind, and Tide; men hardened to sudden 
death and wild sorrow; men who had small place 
for the p)hantasies of literature, though their lives 
brimmed and quivered with psychic wonder and 
adventure, and who knew how to drink, deep and 
live hardily. Love was to him, as to them, not a 
romance, but a mating; and life was more tragic than 
tragedy, for there was no elation in it. 

Coming thus, though he remained largely aloof 
from the initial spirit of the movement, he brought a 
strong earthy flavour into it that moved and bent the 
spirit of his fellow-workers to itself. Any who 
compare Yeats’ early Countess Cathleen with his 
late Green Helmet may sec this for themselves. “ On 
the st^ge one must have reality,” he wrote later in 
the introduction to 7 he Playboy; and he brought 
reality. He came with two plays: In the Shadow of 
the Glen, a dramatisation of a story he had heard told 
on Inishmaaji, with subtle and delicate alterations 
in it eminently characteristic of the man; and 
Riders to the Sea, a tragedy, or perhaps, rather, a 
tragic episode, whose site is pitched in Aran. He 
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came also with a speech that was the music of the 
language spoken in the West of Ireland.rendered in 
smoother and mightier harmonies. How truly this 
speech was the-speech of actuality can be heard by 
any who know its harmonies and have heard the 
speech in any old shebeen in Q^lway! What process* 
of selection and arrangement went forward let the 
followiflg example show. This is how an 0I4 man in 
the Aran Islands warned him against bachelordom: 

“ Listen to what I’m telling you: a man who is not married 
is no better than an old jackass. He goes into his sister’s house, 
and into his brother’s house; he eats a bit in this place and a bit • 
in another, but he has no home for himself: like an old jackass 
straying on the rocks.” 

This is the first process as memory achieves it. It 
has not the music of high dramatic speech; but it 
has a rare cadence and charm in its truly colloquial 
flavour, the sap of life flowing in it, that await only 
the transmuting touch to swell into great music. And 
this is how Michael James speaks in I he Playboy of the 
Western World: * 

“ What’s a single man, I ask you, eating a bit in one house and 
drinking a sup in another, like an old brping jackass strayed 
upon the rocks?” 

A quiet elimination of much, a calm ^compactness 
of the remainder, a suggestion of antithesis in food 
and drink, a swelling of the mpvement with an open- 
vowelled adjective and the clean music of a perfect 
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tense in the verb: these are the hints of the mind 
that worked, but it was mind that wrought the 
miracle, scarce knowing what it did. It was even so 
the knocking of a neighbour stirred Beethoven to the 
wonder of his one Violin Concerto. Yet, while the 
1 process can be traced in this certain instance, it 
moved in the same way, calmly and unostentatiously, 
in aloof rumination, through the speech of' all his 
characters, in varying degree, till it broke into magni¬ 
ficent flower with Christy Mahon as he discovers the 
power resident so long in him unsuspected of himself. 

It was ,the music of the West of Ireland, even though 
the West of Ireland could not see it, that spoke 
through Deirdre as she braced herself to her death: 

“ I see the trees naked and bare, and the moon shining. Little 
moon, little moon of Alban, it’s lonesome you’ll be this night, 
and to-morrow night, and the long nights after, and you pacing , 
the woods of Glen Laoi, looking every place for Deirdre and ' 
Naisi, the two lovers who slept so sweetly with each other.” 

Speech being ^he highest function of man, to say of j 
a man that he has found speech is to say that he has | 
found himself, tfiat he has found his soul—speech i 
being clearly understood as speech, and not as talk. 

It was so w|,th Synge. He became a director of the 
Abbey Theatre, Dublin. He became perhaps its most 
important, certainly its most debated dramatist. All 
his previous years seemed an earnest preparation to 
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;his end, whether roving Europe or furling his soul 
tbout with one of the strange still nights in Aran 
till he became so much a part of the scene that he 
jeerfed to exist only in perception. Play followed 
play with unhasting deliberation. The desolation and 
loneliness of In the Shadow of th/ Glen led to thg wild, 
fateful Riders to the Sea. In one was seen rebellion 
against 'the shackles of monotony, a rebellion that 
began with Nora joining speech with Patch Darcy 
as he passed up and down the lonely road near 
which their cabin lay, and concluding, even against 
herself, with her going out with the tramp to 
hear the “ herons crying out over the black lakes,” 
and the “grouse and the owls with them, and 
the larks and the big thrushes when the day is 
warm.” In the other the soul of a mother set against 
a tragic and warring Nature, till with her last son 
taken she turns to a consolation that is more terrible 
than tears: “ No man can be living for ever, and we 
must be satisfied.” In both is h(jard.,the speech 
waked in him; and in both is seen the finished craft- 
manship learned in Paris. 

Humour took him for awhile then. But it was 
a strange humour. It became boistefous in The 
Tinker's Wedding; it turned shrewdly sardonical, 
with one exquisite flower of tenderness, in The Well 
of the Saints. And humour still hung about him 
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when he set his hand to ‘Ihe Playboy of the Western’^ 
World, for^it is conceived in the spirit of humour, 
though it passes to something that is not humour not 
grief, but the poise of both. If Riders 'to the Sea be 
his most perfect gem, wrought with a skill that matches 
■ its poignancy, the Pluyboy is his best and completes! 
expression. In it, as in all his plays, he brushes past 
externals and in a few strokes is in business with souls, 
In The Playboy it is the soul of a youth, stepping to ; 
manhood, long shackled, estimated as worthless, and ' 
accepting the estimate, but now learning his powers ; 
of greatness in the heroic estimate of others. He i; 
burgeons and expands in the sunshine of their awe 5 
of him, and in the process of burgeoning breaks to 
perfect flower of speech. It is of a soul that he again •; 
treats in the play he was yet working at when he died, 
Deirdre of the Sorrows. It is the soul of a woman | 
who learns with horror that love may end, and who 
chooses death for herself and her lover, rather than 
so bitter and sordid an experience. ‘ She takes death I 
in the full heyday of the soul, before it should shrink 
and shrivel at tly: touch of Time. 

It was strange, and yet not strange, that he who 
should hav^ won such rich music out of his prose 
should have failed so utterly in poetry. There is 
often incision, and frequently pungency, in his verse; 
but there is not music. He did not leave much verse. 
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In truth, he did not leave any substantial body of 
jwork, for he was a fastidious and painstaking crafts- 
jHian, and he was not given many years to work in, 
dying on March 24, 1909. He had hoped to break 
new ground of toil. Instead, like his Deirdre, he went 
to death in the full heyday,of his power; and hisp> 
art remains to us as the enduring expression of his 
spirit. 



MR. WILLIAM H. DAVIES 


When Wordsworth sought to strike out a new ai 
more natural diction for poetry he achieved t\ 
things, which two things became confused in I 
mind, accounting for much of the confusion one fin- 
in his famous preface. The poetry that burned 
him refused to be delivered in the stilted artifice th 
language, and particularly poetic language, hr 
assumed in his day. Its grandeur he felt to be 
mock grandeur; its mystery, where mystery wa 
a postulate of mystery. Feeling this, with a couraj 
and fearlessness scarcely appreciated at this da 
he struck it all away and reduced himself to the bar 
simple essentials of language. This his muse seize 
on, and made poetry of, eagerly enough. But in tl 
glory of first creative fervour he saw poetry in il 
vehicle lathcr than in a transcendent use of the vehiel 
Later he perceived the error of this, and we kno 
with what care he turned to the question of styl- 
But in his early wonder of discovery //V are Stre 
was sent .out with the same gravity and faith ; 
Tintern Abbey. Which is not all. For since h:s da 
We are Seven, as an exemplary of his achievcnien 
jointly with Tintern Abbey, has received no httl 
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attention. The mind has come to attracting more 
att<jntion to it than its due is, forgetting that its 
importance is historic and illustrative rather than 
intrinsic. 

This fact is important, and from its importance is 
thrown light of criticism on Mr. Davies’ work, for 
it has some kind of similarity with Wordsworth’s 
simpler, Jess intense, and less prophetic poems. 

When he succeeds, his utterance has that singular 
ring of incvitableness that tells it was conceived, as 
all pure poetry must be and all great poetry is, in 
the metre of its delivery. Captious analysis fails 
to enter the thin edge of its criticism between the 
matter and its utterance. Craftsmanship has its 
time and place (chiefly preparatory to inspiration); 
but this is a higher than craftsmanship. For what¬ 
ever the thing be worth, high or low, great or slender, 
there is its finality. This was noticeable in his first 
volume. The Soul’s Destroyer. As when, succeeding 
to a run of lines with nothing to lift piem out of the 
ordinary, one struck on this— 

“ Her presence then a pool of deep repose 
To break life’s dual run from Innocence 
To Manhood, and from .Manhood unto .\ge, 

And a sweet pause for all my murmurihg." 

This is not metaphor, imagery, or fancy; it is jus 
itself. So with this— 
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" And more subdued her voice, as soft and sweet 
As Autumn’s, blowing thro’ his golden reeds.” 

Or else one will strike on the sorrow of this, with ; 
gloom as of a grey chasm telling of the ruin of years— 

•' Her once blue sapphire eyes had not a gleam, 

As they would never smile or weep agam. 

And had no light to draw the waters up 
Which staled upon her, heart.” 

There is nothing magnificent about these; nor have 
they any of wild beauty in them. They do not come 
to you with poetic empire in their hands: you have 
to turn to them as to a woodland shrine. But how 
beautiful they are at that! The marvel of them is 
that he should so curiously and suddenly step out 
with power when so much of his journey has been 
taken up with stumblings and mishaps. It is this 
curious indecision of inspiration, or, what is even 
more bewildering, this utter lack of perception as to 
what inspiration even is, that marks all his work. 
To see Nature from a curious and whimsically affec¬ 
tionate point of view is not in itself sufficient to create 
poetry, though it may be a vital assistance to that 
end. By it the mind may come to penetrate to the 
true heart,,of Nature, and learn to abide at that 
perennial source of all freshness and wide joy and 
pure felicity; by it the soul may contentedly mingle 
its essence with the fount of all might and unperturbed 
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power, might to might, soul to soul, power to power, 
and«so come to achieve the potentiality of high poetry. 
But to come to the potentiality of poetry in private 
experience, and to create power of poetry in the 
experience of others, are two widely different things. 
This should be a truism, but unfortunately the two 
things are too easily confused as the overwhelming 
mass of poetry comes to testify. It is this confusion 
that marks the fault of the Lyrical Ballads, and that 
opposed to it much of the fierce hostility of such men 
as Lockhart. It took the quiescent genius of Words¬ 
worth to perceive that the heart of all poetry lay 
round about us; that in the calm delight of a Daisy 
rather than in the sophisticated striving after Night 
‘Thoughts lay the essential of poetry. Seeing this, it 
could be understood how easily he might mistake 
a daisy for poetry itself rather than seeing it as a 
symbol to upcall poetry. A daisy is but a wand in 
the hand of wizard Nature whereby floating visions 
come upon the seer unfolding the occult destinies and 
origins of theTace. But it may easily so chance that 
the wand may be there, and the wizard there, and 
yet no trance come upon the beholder. If such an 
occasion be transcribed into verse, meerfcal photo¬ 
graphy will ensue, but not poetic visionand inspiration: 
not poetry. Or to fetch instance^j^^m. Itfr, Davies’ 
work, contrast the following— . , s 
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IN SPRING 

" When sparrows twitter in the shutes 
And swallows lie upright on walls; 

When linnets sing on dancing sprays, 

And loud the merry cuckoo calls; 

" When leafy trees will not allow 

One dot of sky to see their shades; 

And, like small insects made of light. 

The Dewdrops flutter on green blades; 

" When hidden Violets are betrayed 
By Primroses—those golden boys; 

And everything that has a tongue. 

Must fill the air with some sweet noise— 

" Then do I bless the hours I live 

From cities where dumb Care is found; 

My eyes drink beauty all the day. 

My ears must suck in every sound." 


THE KINGFISHER 

“ It was the Rainbow gave thee birth. 
And'left thee all her lovely hues; 

And as her mother’s name was Tears, 

So runs it in thy blood to choose 
For haunts the lonely pools, and keep 
In company with trees that weep. 

" Go you and, with such glorious hues. 

Live with proud Peacocks in green parks; 
On lawns as smooth as shining glass, 

Let every feather show its mark; 
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Get thee on boughs and clap thy wings 
Before the windows of proud kings. 

, " Nay, lovely Bird, thou art not vain; 

•Thou hast no proud, ambitious mind; 

I also love a quiet place 
That’s green, away from all mankind; 

A lonely pool, and let a tree 
Sigh with her bosom over me.” 

He who runs could have seen and written the first, 
swiftly and flittingly: the second is born of joy con¬ 
ceived in meditation. Or, again, contrast In the 
Country with the typical stanza— 

” No doubt it is a selfish thing 
To fly from human suffering; 

No doubt he is a selfish man. 

Who shuns poor creatures sad and wan.” 

Bold and stative as it is, with the curious felicity of 
so simple a theme as this— 

“ I hear leaves drinking rain; 

I hear rich leaves on top 
Giving the poor beneath 
Drop after drop; 

’Tis a sweet noise to hear 
The green leaves drinking near. 

“ And when the Sun comes out. 

After this rain shall stop, , 

A wondrous light will fill 
Each dark, round drop; 

I hope the Sun shines bright; 

’Twill be a lovely sight.” 
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The wind of inspiration blows where it lists; and it 
typical of his poetry that Mr. Davies does not d 
tinguish when it rustles in the leaves of his verse, a 
when it does not. Perhaps had he the oblique e 
of criticism to cast on himself as he worked inspii 
tion would m ver have visited him, so ingenuous is 1 
muse. And it is, in a sense, a true instinct in the pc 
that bids him give more than the purely inspired, ' 
it is by the interpretative light of the lesser that t 
greater is to be understood. Indeed, it is frequen 
the uninspired poem that interprets a poet’s mi 
to us more truly than an inspired poem, in the lig 
of which understanding the inspired poem wears 
mightier and wider significance. For instance, 
turn to Wordsworth again, it is obvious that We , 
Seven, with all its frailty, throws a rich light on 
famous ode. The poet’s inspiration is the inspi 
tion of his point of view, and we must needs und 
stand the point of view before the inspiration can 
fully appreciated. How much we need of the les 
work is another matter. 

What poetry gains by being suggestive, and so 
some measure symbolic, rather than photograpl; 
by working, that is to say, through the gr 
memory of mankind, even though this memc 
have tissues in it so fortuitous as literary achie 
ment, not only his poem on The Kingfisher \ 
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demonstrate, but no less the following poem entitled 
fk Sluggard— 

" A jar of cider and my pipe, 

In summer, under shady tree; 

A book of one that made his mind 
Live by its sweet simplicity: 

Then must I laugh at kings who sit 
In richest chambers, signing scrolls; 

And princes cheered in public ways, 

. And stared at by a thousand fools. 

" Let me be free to wear my dreams, 

Like weeds in some maiden’s hair. 

When she doth think the earth has not 
Another maid so rich and fair; 

And proudly smiles on rich and poor. 

The queen of all fair women then: 

So I, dressed in my idle dreams. 

Will think myself the king of men." 

Imagine what the first two lines of the second stanza 
gain by the simple upcalling of the figure of Ophelia! 
The “ doth,” however, in the third line of the stanza 
makes this a fitting place to call attention to Mr. 
Davies’ vile habit of using, and depending on, but¬ 
tressing “ dids.” To support a missing syllable in 
so helpless a way is as unworthy as it is irritating. 
And, alas! this shouldering verb is scattered over 
his work with only too lavish a hand. In pure ballad 
It sometimes gives a thump and a stump that is 
invigorating enough; but generally it is due to 
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faulty craftsmanship, that is due again to men 
sloth. 

Yet this very nudity of diction is part of his atta 
ment. It would not be true to say that he 1 
brushed aside the diction that poets, and other th 
poets, have found necessary for the expression 
those complicated or intense aspects of beauty tl 
are born of thought and contemplation. It is rati 
true that he has not been aware of it. Whatever 
has is authentic; and that is a rare tribute to a 
poet. It does not mean that he does not know ■ 
past; nor that he is quite uninfluenced by the merac 
of literature. In fact, we have seen one instaj 
where that memory brings its own distinct beat 
into his verse; and there are many other poems tl 
would probably not have been written had Wor 
worth and Blake not sung. But his authenticity, 
own native sight and song, are yet real possessio 
He has approached Life and Nature for himself, r 
not through others. He has seen for himself; f 
found for himself a certain contentment, however t 
it is that that contentment has been the result 
shutting away the disturbing influences of Life t 
Being, not by embracing, subduing, and understand 
them. 

It is when one comes to ask what the result of t 
approach is that one strikes the chief disappointm 
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in his work. He may have come for himself; but 
what, has he brought away ? He may have seen for 
himself; but what is it he has seen ? In some lyrics, 
whose life anthologies of English lyric poetry will 
ensure, he has noosed in his net of verse moments 
of a very pure, if small, beauty; but in the mass of 
his work he has done no more than reduplicate the 
commonplace appearance of things. And this is not 
enough for the making of Poetry. Nor does it alter 
the fact that it is wrought in the metrical garb of 
Poetry. The full scope of his canvas is small; yet, 
even so, it is only in rare moments of work that he 
does rise to what, in that abused yet wise word, we 
call inspiration. He has forsworn carving in the 
mountain-side. He has elected to chisel pebbles. 
And a small handful of such pebbles are moments 
of peaceful joy that have been excellently caught. 
To praise so small an achievement in the terms of 
great poetry is to annul all judgment; yet to reject 
it because it has been so praised would be to miss 
a very true source of joy. 
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If some old-time scop, accustomed to the singing < 
simple great things, of tempestuous love and war, ai 
of mystical responses between Nature and man, 
strong untutored song by camp fires, were to 1 
set to the task of publishing his poetry in mode 
skilled craftsmanship, a somewhat curious incoheren 
would result. If, however, in addition to this 
were to be caught, not alone in the toils of nineteen 
century pessimism and negation, but in the nineteen 
century worship of merely intellectual processes, t 
incoherence would become not only an incoherer 
of manner but would penetrate to the deeper quest! 
of matter. The result of the first would be to ma 
his work somewhat gnarled and unwieldy, so pack 
as to be surcharged, so impatient as to be ellipti 
and confused; but the result of the second would 
to dry the very founts of inspiration; to make 
poet sceptical of all that defies intellectual articulat. 
and intellectual analysis, in other words of inspirat 
itself. 

Such a poet is Mr. Trench. His two main poe 
are Deirdre Wedded and Apollo and the Seaman. ' 
first often borders on the inchoate, and for this rea 
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serves to upcall the wild scenes in which the old-time 
heroes contended, while the latter, over and above 
its awkward setting, shows the poet walking diffi¬ 
dently between polemic and song. But in both is 
manifested that irritation with the bonds of the 
craft of verse that vitiates so much of his work. 

Milton laid the axe at the very root of the stumping 
.iamb of; say, such a drama as Gordobuc. With 
metrical inversion on the one hand, and with the use 
of elision on the other (a subtler device, this last, and 
one which showed his careful study of Ben Jonson), 
he made heroic verse as variable as any possible 
verse-form. But, with the true instinct of the artist, 
he was careful to be faithful to the movement of his 
verse form, and to introduce his variations as quali¬ 
fications, but not disruptions, of its time-measure. 
To say that Mr. Trench breaks his time-measure 
somewhat too frequently is to be short of the mark, 
for it is often difficult to discover what his time- 
measure is. Again, much of his work is in stanza 
form; but he adopts stanzas only to override the 
limitations they should impose, carrying on his sense 
through five, six, and seven stanzas at a time. Nor 
are these unimportant questions. For‘verse-forms 
have their laws and limitations, to override which is 
to make the substance they carry shapeless and 
bewildering. 
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An old Saxon scop, chanting his songs in a I 
raftered hall, had eye, voice, and gesture to suj)p 
ment his meaning, and therefore had no need of,met 
or stanza. But to claim his freedom for printed ve) 
is to confuse things that differ. One of the resu 
is that when Mr. Trench strictly observes the functi 
of metrical regularity he is apt to be gnomic. ^ 
achieves regularity as Meredith too frequen 
achieved it—by dropping out words that vtrould h? 
upset the rhythm surely enough, but that chanc 
to be somewhat important to the meaning. 

For work of such slender proportions as his to 
set about with such stout difficulties is a considera 
drawback to its intelligent appreciation. Yet it 1 
this advantage, that it invests it with the glamc 
of might. And when, in addition to this, it has 
its subject a tale of strength and valour, of w 
mountains and combating heroes, the kinship betw- 
the initial subject and its setting out will serve 
make the poem so created a notable one. Sue) 
poem is Deirdre Wedded. It is his first long poc 
and it is his best. Taking the great love story 
Irish mythology, it gives it a new setting and a stn 
one. Moreover, the subject suits Mr. Trench not. 
than it suits the manner of his song; and that 
should have chosen to deliver it minstrel-fash 
through voices of old-time poets singing in differ 
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centuries, is indicative how native to him is this kind 
of strong untutored song. 

TKe “Voice of Fintan” open? the subject in blank 
verse that is strong and sinewy. Mellifluity is sacri¬ 
ficed to strength, to its loss as music, but with com¬ 
pensating gain in that it suggests the colour of the 
scene it depicts. Its very roughness, too, is not 
unfitting to the theme. *But it is rather when he 
comes to the freer rhythm in which the “ Voice of Cir ” 
continues the tale that Mr. Trench finds the space 
of treatment more proper to him. Naois’ ride with 
Deirdre, fleeing from the court of Connacher through 
a wild and heavy country, is full of strength, though 
one would wish that its strength were more tutored 
to sweetness of music: that it were rather the strength 
of wisdom than the strength of force. At its worst 
it is unwieldy; at its best it is bracing and mighty: 
as when one sees— 

" Naois assault the ridge, to the wilderness setting his face 
Expectant, unconscious, as one whom his foes arouse; 

His heart was a forge, his onset enkindled space. 

He shook off the gusty leagues like locks from his brows.” 

The “ Voice of Urmael ” takes up the song in stanzas 
that are awkward to begin with, and are n(jt rendered 
any the less awkward when Mr. Trench strides from 
one to another, taking an unbroken meaning with 
hini. The very genius of a poet is to select the fittest 
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form in which his song may be sung; and to ma 
that form express its utmost. The form is n 
adventitious; the form should be native to the their 
the theme being conceived in that form. For a pc 
to conceive that it is he who sings his song, and th 
therefore it matters little in what form it is give 
is to miss the essential business of cresfttion. It 
for this reason the mind catches the similarity 1 
tween Mr. Trench and an old-time scop. Such an o 
time bard sang his songs; but a modern poet canr 
sing his songs. He is more than mere songster; 
is a creator. He has to create a form that shall si 
his songs for him. And if he fail to create su 
a form, however worthy its subject, the total prodi 
will stumble. It is for this reason Mr. Trench 
frequently fails. We feel it is Mr. Trench singii 
and that there is something of chance in the f; 
that he is singing in the particular form we s 
Chanted by him to an audience his themes might 
inspiriting enough. A dropped word, a redundt 
syllable, a misplaced cadence, an overflowing meani 
would matter little: the demand for form would 
sunk in the inspiration of the subject. But ■ 
day of tKo-singer is-over; this is the day of 
creator. Even the modern recitation of verse 
question of no small importance) finds it necess: 
to express feelingly the music of the form no 1 
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than the subject of the song; a thing unknown 
before! 

This is the difficulty of Deirdre Wedded, strength¬ 
ened as it is by a finely conceived subject. But when 
in Jpollo and- the Seaman he turns to a subject far 
from inspiriting, and bordering on polemic, we receive 
a poem fraihed on the model of the Ancient Mariner, 
but with a metre that fails in surefootedness, set in 
stanzas ahd defying their setting at one and the 
same time. 

It is rather when we come to his lyrics that we dis¬ 
cover Mr. Trench at his best. For a lyric demands 
form. It refuses to be conceived apart from form. 
It demands sure-footed metre too. And since Mr. 
Trench has been confining his attention to lyrics his 
work has consequently gained just that which it 
lacked before, conviction. For example— 

" Come, let us make love deathless, thou and I, 

Seeing that our footing on the earth is brief— 

Seeing that her multitudes sweep out to die 
Mocking at all that passes their belief. 

For standard of our love not theirs we take: 

If we go hence to-day 
Fill the high cup. that is so soon to break. 

With richer wine than they. 

" Ay, since beyond these walls no heavens there be 
Joy to revive or wasted youth repair. 

I’ll not Bedim the lovely flame in thee. 

Nor sully th^ sad splendour that we wear. 
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Great be our love, if with the lover dies 
Our greatness past recall. 

And nobler for the fading of tliose eyes , 

The world seen once for all!” « 

This is as it should be, complete and final! To al 
anywhere would be to spoil it. Now and then ev 
in these lyrics of his, however, there are noticea’ 
those signs of an unmastered impulsion of so 
which too often mars Mr. Trench’s work. The c 
ference between an unmastered lyric and a mastei 
lyric is the difference between the finality of joy a 
the weeping of failure. “ Come, let us make Ic 
deathless,” exemplifies the former; and to it t 
following may be added, and for reasons other th 
his excellence— 

" Oh birds of the air— 

Wild birds, buoyant, vagabond, light— 

Streams may have taught you a stave; 

But how are ye born so sure of your flight 
Hence over worlds of the wave ? 

Whose mind remembers in you as it weaves 
Subtlest of houses to sway with the leaves ? 

We have forgotten the land out of sight— 

We build no house but the grave! ” 

Out of such a hopelessness and uncertainty, c 
of such a c mood of uncertainty, what great poet 
shall be wrought ? Happily man has not “ forgott 
the land out of sight,” though it may be true tl 
some men deny its existence. 








MR. ROBERT BRIDGES 

The present day is neither spacious nor restful enough 
for the fit enjoyment of Mr. Bridges’ poetry. This 
does not necessarily mean that his work is bulky, 
though, in point of fact, it is sufficiently so. The 
remark does not deal with’ the achievement so much 
as the mood that'prompted the achievement. The 
age deals in excitements; most of them superficial 
enough, but some few of them meritorious and 
genuine: whereas, in contradistinction to the age, 
Mr. Bridges has purged all excitement from his verse. 
All Art has its essential ritual, whether it be the 
ritual of pomp for the pursuit of magnificence, or the 
ritual of subtlety for the achievement of inwardness; 
and a ritual is the disguise and, at the same time, the 
articulation of ecstasy, which is a sublime excitement. 
The chief note of poetry is such ecstasy; and the 
higher the ecstasy the higher the poetry. Therefore, 
when we see a poet setting forth with deliberate 
intention to purge out excitements, the situation is 
one sufficiently interesting. 

It might, perhaps, be put in another way. A fair 
portion of Mr. Bridges’ work is given up to short 
lyrics, to say nothing of the lyrics that are strewn 
throughout the body of his dramatic work. Now 
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the function of a lyric is to strike the mind with 
single choice ecstasy that shall leave it perpetu 
enriched, even though the memory omit to-re 
a detailed impression of its cause. The mind pa 
through a moodx)f tense joy that it can never utt 
disavow. It may be compact of its own emot 
or it may deal in the symbolism of metaphor, ' 
' whichever it is, its business is with a momen 
complete ecstasy. Therefore, the expression 
placid lyric ” is really a contradiction in tei 
Nevertheless, Mr. Bridges chiefly deals in pi; 
lyrics. Not wholly; for the memory clings to cer 
exquisite excitements which lyrics of his have arou 
Which, properly considered, are a sufficient ( 
demnation of their company. Take, for exam 
the following sets of two stanzas, chosen for s< 
similarity of mood expressed in them, and note 
a declension in poetic excitement from the first 
to the second implies a declension of poetic value 

I 

“ I have loved flowers that fade. 

Within whose magic tints 
Rich hues have marriage made 
With sweet unmemoried scents: 

A honeymoon delight, 

A joy of love at sight. 

That ages in an hour— 

My song be like a flower! 
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“ I have loved airs, that die 
Before their charm is writ 
Along a liquid sky 
Trembling to welcome it. 

Notes, that with pulse of fire 
Proclaim the spirit’s desire, 

Then die, and are nowhere:— 

My song be like an air! 


n 

** I made another song, 

In likeness of my love: 

And sang it all day long. 

Around, beneath, above; 

I told my secret out. 

That none might be in doubt. 

" I sang it to the sky. 

That veiled his face to hear 
How far her azure eye 
Outdoes his splendid sphere; 

But at her eyelids’ name 

His white clouds fled for shame.” 

The difference in these two is not the important 
distinction between one fashion of ecstasy from 
another; it is the root difference between inspiration 
and its absence, for inspiration is ecstasy in achieve¬ 
ment. To achieve poetry it is not merely, necessary 
to depict an external scene or an internal emotion; 
and never was poetry better proved to be transcen¬ 
dental and divine than when a poet sought to achieve 
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it by so photographic a method. Let a poet but A 
the divinity of the thing he handles, or abjure 
fervour, and the result condemns him as not hav 
achieved poetry, whatever else he may have achiev 
This does not mean to say that all poetry is equi 
exalted. There is the good that is slight not 
than the good that is great, though there is a stra 
and undeniable kinship between them all. 
instance, it may be a single, simple, pure emot 
passing away on a wave, such as— 

I love all beauteous things. 

I seek and adore them; 

God hath no better praise, 

And man in his hasty days 
Is honoured for them. 

“ I too will some thing make 
And joy in the making; 

Altho’ to-morrow it seem 
Like the empty words of a dream 
Remembered on waking.” 

Or it may be something more notable, such as— 

" Whither, 0 splendid ship, thy white sails crowding. 
Heaving across the bosom of the urgent West ? ” 

Or it may be the poignant— 

' ” I will not let thee go. 

Ends all our month-long love in this ? 

Can it be summed up so. 

Quit in a single kiss ? 

I will not let thee go.” 
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These may all hail each other cousin over the straits 
of difference; but they would all mutually deny 
relati*o,nship with— 

" Sometimes when my lady sits by me 
My rapture’s so great, that I tear 
My mind from the thought that she’s nigh me, 

And strive to forget that she’s there. 

“ And sometimes when she is away 
•Her abseSce so sorely does try me, 

That I shut to my eyes, and essay 
To think she is there sitting by me ”; 

or his account of some or other river-party. One 
has to search for his moments of inspiration among 
his lyrics, for they are not many among the mass of 
them. Moreover, they are sometimes difficult to 
find, and for the curious reason that they have 
superficially the same appearance as their uninspired 
neighbours. It is as though the calm passage of 
verse after verse sharpened suddenly and unexpected¬ 
ly to the cry of intensity, and then passed again 
into its placid movements. They need to be taken 
from their context for their full beauty to be seen. 
But once seen so they cannot fail to be treasured 
tenderly. . ■ 

Too often content with a mood that fails from the 
necessary fervour, Mr. Bridges appears to have lost 
the power of judging between his moods. The critical 
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function of his mind seems either never to have b 
present in him, or to have declined from its activ 
through atrophy. So when it is remembered’t 
the goodlier portion of his work is dramatic, t 
brings the whole interest to an acute pass, 
dramatic work demands above all things the crit 
instinct. It means not only the just analysis 
emotions in the characters deployed in whate 
action is afoot; it means a mind that hovers critic; 
over the spoken word to judge its fitness, in mat 
quality, and quantity. It means also an instinct 
sympathy with the mind of the observer, know 
that it is there, and not in the written or spoken w( 
that the action takes place. 

It is not possible in a drama, as in a book of lyr 
for a reader to select or reject. It comes as a wh( 
and as a whole it must succeed or fail. Furthernv 
a drama demands just that very thing that 
Bridges fails to achieve in his lyrics: a high m 
wrought to intensity. It might therefore be pi 
nosticatcd that the poet without critical instinct ^ 
without passion could never create great poemt 
dramatic form; and this is true, so far, with reg 
to Mr. Bridges, that he everywhere fails except w 
the structure of an ancient story lies to hand for .. 
to fill in its parts. Let him have the business 
hand of creating vital beings who shall work 
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their own ends to a destined conclusion, and we 
receive such a drama Palicio,. which he terms a 
romahtic drama. To say that its characters act 
inconsistently dr foolishly is to say too much, for 
both those characteristics are, indeed, characteristics; 
that is to say, they imply characters, which, in turn, 
imply vital beings. But the truth is that, despite 
some three thousand lines succeeding to them, the 
names of the dramatis personce yet await actuality. 

In Nero, in the first part, but yet more in the 
second part, he overcomes this, and does indeed 
present his personages with life. He becomes a 
creator, though it is rather the creation of the historian 
than the creation of the dramatist. But now it is 
at the cost of dramatic interest! The story flows on 
through the first part, and, with a slight change of 
personnel, flows on through the second part. There 
seems very little reason to discover why it should 
not flow on through a third part and a fourth part, 
except that a man must make end. It is not very 
difficult to create a set of characters who have no 
destiny to achieve. It is not very difficult to con¬ 
struct an interesting story in which puppets shall 
dance at the author’s bidding. It is thS eternal 
problem to create a set of vital beings who shall 
achieve a destiny of deeper interest than themselves. 
And that is Drama. 


L 
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Even the characters themselves, it must be . 
fessed, fail of dramatic interest, and for a reason 
difficult to discover. For characters live in the 1 
they speak; and by the quality of the verse i 
they be judged. Speaking in the sense of craftsr 
ship it is true that the poet that cannot create si 
verse cannot create a IJamlet, and the poet 
cannot create mighty and poignant verse ca 
create an Othello or a Lear. Therefore,"to say 
Mr. Bridges has purged out great mental excitei 
from his verse is to say that he has shut his c 
against potent beings in his dramas, and ther* 
has abjured the drama that overawes. It is fa 
say that he feels this himself, and seeks to oven 
it. For instance, Almeh in the Christian Captives 
momentwhen the reader’s mind is needed to be att 
to her own emotional stress, speaks of the ocean th 

“ Thinkst thou that vexSd monster 
Hath any physic in his briny breath 
For grief like mine ? ” 

The intention, conscious or sub-conscious, is obv 
It is the same as when Macbeth on the eve of t 
happenings whips our minds to excitement by s 
ing of “’Heaven’s cherubim horsed upon the t 
less couriers of the air.” But how different 
one we are whipped to excitement co-equal 
Macbeth’s own mood, scarcely knowing of it. I 
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other, we see the attempt, and are left unmoved. It 
is deeply true that the poet cannot achieve in us a 
mood.he is not^capable of himself; and Mr. Bridges 
is too contemplative and meditative for those 
explosive emotions that go to make great drama. 

He is even afraid to venture beyond the phrases 
^evolved by the meditative, mind, however capable of 
more eager verse he be. The pioneer spirit entirely 
lacks in him; an^ of this a very curious example 
exists in his wholly rousing and surprisingly boisterous 
comedy The Humours of the Court. The butt of the 
comedy is a would-be poet, Nicholas by name, who 
(with the author’s intention to make poetry on his 
lips ridiculous) speaks thus of love’s pain— 

" I have compared it to a sunbeamed tear, 

Whose single pearl broiders the marble lids 
Of some tall Sphinx, that with impassive smile 
Dreams o’er the desert; whence ’twas gathered up 
Of earthly dew and the pale sparkle of stars, 

To fall in silent lightning on the sands; 

Which, at the touch magnifical, bloom forth 
In irresistible fecundity. 

Such is love’s pain, as it hath lit on me; 

And tinctured by it I would dream my day, 

Nor count the sailing hour, but when night falls 
Be closM up, like a belated bee, , • 

In the pale lily of death.” 

It seems probable that Nicholas with a little care 
and application would, to judge from this extract, 
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come in time to make a better poet than his create 
Which is a parable $ for Mr. Bridges just lacks tht 
pioneer search for beauty that marks this efiort b 
the child of his brain. The closin5 simile, whic 
Mr. Bridges holds up to much subsequent ridicul 
is one, nevertheless, that the memory refuses easi 
to part with, finding undepiable beauty in it, howev 
apparently far-fetched. There is certainly mo 
beauty in it than lives in the somewhat effe 
Christian Captives, save for some passages in Almel 
vision of heaven. Spanish soldiers, or any oth 
soldiers for that matter, of the Middle Ages, or 
any other age, were but little likely to spend 
their nights and days in slow procession chanti 
hymns. There is something infinitely truer 
life in the “ belated bee in the pale lily of deatl 
But it is born of adventure; it is conceived 
vigour. 

It is obvious, therefore, that his mood and craft: 
best adapted to dramas conceived in the Grc 
manner, the sudden and adventurous Gothic beai 
being beyond his reach. And his work approves tl 
None who have read his Greek dramas can doi 
that matter and manner have coincided in th 
with the choice happiness of success. In order 
merit they are The Return of Ulysses, Deme 
Achilles in Scyros, and Prometheus the Firegiver. 
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these his purged, even bare, simplicity sometimes 
rises to great beauty, and is always happy. 

The*.subjects,iand the order of their events, lie to 
his hand, and therefore there is no call on his inven¬ 
tion. Thus he is free to construct his verse imper¬ 
turbably. This is not always happy as it happens. 
For instance, in fhe Return of Ulysses there being 
but one undivided action in view, the treatment 
demanded is one of swiftness, of rapidity amounting 
almost to suddenness. Whereas some three thousand 


lines intervene between Ulysses’ arrival on the island 
and his victory over the suitors of Penelope. The 
mind loses patience over his interminable talk with 
Emmaeus, and with the suitors and their song, be¬ 
cause in these the action is not progressed, as dramatic 
action should be in speech, but hindered. Yet when 
the end comes, what joy of intensity is produced in 
us by the calm verse and its patient progress! How 
beautiful is the language of the maid that tells 
Penelope how the fight wages without, and how 
deftly is the coming of Athena hinted, as with elec¬ 
tron spear she transforms Ulysses from his beggar-like 
fashion! She says— 

“ He shieldeth himself well, and striketh surelp 
His foes fall dead before him. Ah! now what see I ? 

Who Cometh ? Lo! a dazzling helm, a spear 

Of silver or electron; sharp and swift 

The piercings. How they fall. Ha, shields are raised 
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In vain. I am blinded, or the beggar-man 

Hath waxed in strength. He is changed, he is young, 
O strange! 

He is all in golden armour. These are/gods. 

That slay the wooers. (Runs to Ptjmlope.) O lady, 
forgive me! 

'Tis Ares’ self. I saw his crispM beard: 

I saw beneath his helm his curling locks.’* 

r 

Such a passage is faultless, for it fulfils its own concep¬ 
tion. It proves that Mr. Bridges’, having found his 
proper theme of song, by that same token has struc¬ 
tured verse that must needs endure, being beautiful. 

Achilles in Scyros is as patient in its movement, 
though by no means so lengthy, and is as balanced in 
its beauty. The choruses, like most of his choruses, 
are somewhat too apt to be intricate; and they 
would gain, being m English song, both in cogency 
and attraction if they stept to a more definite metre. 
The involved choruses of the ancient Greek are 
scarcely adapted to the music sprung from the 
English tongue. There is, however, a passage in it 
that rivals the description of Ulysses at fight. It is 
Lycomedes’ description of the Greek fleet at Aulis. 
Something too lengthy for extended quotation, frag¬ 
ments may, yet be given— 

■■ ’Twas such a breathless morning, 

When all the sound and motion of the sea 
Is short and sullen, like a dreaming beast. 
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The morning mist lifted, and lo, a sight 
Unpicturable.—High upon our left 
Where we supj osed was nothing, suddenly 
A *tall and sha( owy figure loomed; then two. 

And three, anc four, and more towering above us: 
But whether poised upon the leaden sea 
They stood, or floated in the misty air. 

That baffling our best vision held entangled 
The silver of the half-awakened sun. 

Or whether near or far, we could not tell. 


—’twas a fleet of ships, not three or four 
Now. but unnumber’d: like a floating city. 

If such could be, with walls and battlements 
Spread on the wondering water; and now the sun 
Broke thro’ the haze, and from the shields out-hung 
Blazed back his dazzling beams, and round their prows 
On the divided water played, as still 
They rode the tide in silence, all their oars 
Stretched out aloft, as are the balanced wings 
Of storm-fowl, which, returned from baffling flight 
Across the sea, steady their aching plumes 
And skim along the shuddering cliSs at ease.” 


With them must be placed Prometheus’ words when 
he says in Prometheus the Firegiver — 


" I see the cones 

And needles of the fir which by the wind 
In melancholy places ceaselessly 
Sighing are strewn upon the tufted floOt.^’ 

These are not trophies that Mr. Bridges has won; 
they are beauties that have come to him in meditative 
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aim, and throngli him to us, They came when he 
least sought them, The plays in whiiih they appear, 
it need scarcely be said, are not all of ejual exceince. 
Nay, they sometimes fail of a unity | efect-which 
is not a fault that can be found of for this is 
the most coherent and orderly of all his works in its 
structure. It is, moreover, the loveliest treatmeut 
in English of the loveliest legend of the Greeks, anj 
takes its place, with unostentatious aim, among tht 
handful of mask in English literature that the passage 
of Time an neither mar not stale. 



GEORGE MEREDITH; THE PHILOSOPHER 
IN THE ARTIST 

That no man may make his work other than an 
effluence of himself is SHrely an axiom of literary 
criticism hard to^ gainsay. Much has been heard, 
for example, of the “ impersonal aspect ” of Shake¬ 
speare’s work; yet when all the dust of words has 
floated by, and the noise of battle is over, this fact 
remains, that the lover of Shakespeare feels quite 
sure of his man. Details of character, certain 
intimacies of emotion, remain unravelled: but then 
who knows so much of his dearest friend ? And what 
matters it so long as the main lines are sure, since it 
is these main lines that are more indicative of the man 
than transient vagaries? Even with this most im¬ 
personal of artists his lovers know there are certain 
things that may most positively be affirmed of him. 
Who, for instance, believes it possible of tlie creator 
of Horatio that he would take generous patronage 
: from an Earl of Essex, later to turn and rend him 
i merely to advance his own forensic careef ? 

Ben Jonson, who knew him, declares that he sees 
i Slrakespeare’s face shining in his works; and we, 
who know him only in his works, feel this to be deeply' 
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true. Yet whatever doubt may chance to exist here, 
in the case of a man. of a fine sensitii/eness and an 
ardent aspiration indeed, but with na co-ordinhted 
philosophy, no such doubts exist with regard to 
Meredith. Here is a man with a strotig philosophy 
serving for backbone in his life, and serving for back¬ 
bone in that work which is jhe main issue of his life. 
A creator of vital men and women indeed, throwing 
them off with their own life and personalities, bidding 
them breathe their own air, think their own thoughts, 
have their own aspirations, fight their own battles; 
and yet a creator greater than his own creations, 
who in the very fashioning of them gives us a subtle 
clue to his judgment of them, and who in framing, 
more or less arbitrarily, the course and consequence 
of their actions passes judgment on these actions and 
the personalities that spun them. 

Therefore with Meredith the task is easier than 
with others, for in certain portions of his poetry, and 
in certain excrescences embodied in the action of his 
novels, he has more or less clearly articulated his 
philosophy. And in his prose, apart from one or two 
earlier novels not specially characteristic of him, this 
philosophy* js set in action. To say this is not to 
derogate his work as literature; for indeed all litera¬ 
ture is philosophy, somebody’s philosophy, set in 
action: or rather, to speak more truly, philosophy 
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is the desire to know Truth as Truth, while literature 
is the aspect oil the spacious edifice of Truth from the 
standpoint of 'temperament, the standpoint of the 
creations adjusting the standpoint of the creator. 
This is not to say that h^eredith’s novels are entirely 
given over to the exposition of his philosophy. Yet 
that this philosophy do^ indeed play a vital part 
in the novels is surely indisputable; and to it he has 
given his'tacit assent by explaining that his poem 
fhe Empty Purse is admittedly not poetry, strictly so 
called, but an exposition of an idea for which he 
could not find room in the novels. 

What then is this philosophy ? One word utters it; 
a word that is its birth and its aspiration, its touch¬ 
stone and its philosopher’s-stone, its crown and its 
citadel; a word that threads delicately through his 
whole work; which, when we strike upon it, enables 
us to know that we have come upon something that 
is most peculiarly its author’s, and which, rightly 
understood, should furnish the clue to much else. 
“Earth” is this mystic, this magic, word; an 
ordinary word, indeed, but coming to us clad in a 
glory which Meredith has newly robed upon it. 
Apart from his virtue as a creator of ^tal beauty 
and vital character, indeed in and through this virtue, 
the position he has at last won for himself and the 
understanding he has yet to find depend much on 
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the value he has set to this word, and the philosophy 
of life he has robed around it. To rjead his novels 
merely as tales of interest is to enjoy them truly; 
but it is to miss their peculiar nutty flavour. To 
glory in his heroes as men, .and to loVe his heroines 
as women, is to have heart possessions for ever; but 
to love them apart from th<?ir meaning to him is to 
lose their special lustre and radiance. Whereas his 

I 

poems defy recognition or appreciation ' save as 
jewels in the special carcanet of his philosophy. 
There are few poets, the details of whose work live 
less for themselves than for their glory as a whole: 
each striking its particular sparkle to light up and 
aid the radiance of another, and they in turn mutually 
brilliant to vivify the scheme in which they are set. 

“ Earth,” then, is the word: and its correlative is 
“ Man.” If Meredith’s work be a sumptuous Gothic 
cathedral, then its altar-piece is his exquisitely 
chiselled poem Earth and Man. It is a marmoreal 
poem; and like most marmoreal work, despite its 
dignity and stateliness, it is cold and hard. But it 
contains in seed nearly all that is elsewhere manifest 
in bough and foliage. Here we are introduced to 
Earth; and* here we are introduced to ourselves, our 
race, her choicest and most noble product— 

" On her great venture Man 
Earth gazes.” 
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From Earth Man has sprung; and from nowhere else: 
she is his sole ‘origin, and the goal toward which he 
aspifes is the goal toward which she aspires in and 
through him. Virtue and truth have only meaning 
to him in relation to this origin and in relation to this 
goal. The path was through brutes and savagery, 
the memory and potency of which live yet in his 
veins; and Progress lies toward the noble brother¬ 
hood of Man. Ilie journey entails much suffering: 
or, rather, the suffering is the flagellation by which 
the journey is to be accomplished. It matters not; 
pain is to be embraced, though not necessarily to be 
sought; disappointment and grief have to be endured: 
not with stoical ox-eyed indifference, but with that 
keen brain-sensitiveness that looks attentively to 
see what law of our Mother Earth we have broken 
that has brought this thwacking on us. Seeing it, 
knowing it, we are taught our lesson; nay, we our¬ 
selves have deliberately to learn our lesson, that we 
may go on our way chastened, humbled, and the 
more determined to advance on our road. The 
journey, however, is not unbroken. Man often 
enough has turned aside from the path; he has more 
often shrunk from the labour and pain ofj^e journey, 
evading it by finding consolation in legends and 
visions. But Earth does not lose hope; she has 
faith in her great venture; indeed she must not lose 


174 STUDIES AND APPRECIATIONS 


hope, for apart from him she has failed; he is he 
great justification— • 

“ Through him hath she exchanged 
For the gold harvest-robes, the mural crown, 

Her haggard quarry-features and tfeick frown 
AVhere monsters ranged. 

“ And order, high discourse. 

And decency, than which is life less dear, 

She has of him: the l3n‘e of language clear, 

Love’s tongue and source.” 

So he sings in two of its most fragrant stanzas 
Yet he is not only her justification in himself, ani 
in his march upward to the light; but no less wha 
he turns about and introduces order and an ordera 
beauty into his Mother’s own “ haggard quarry 
features.” For it is no wild untutored Nature tha 
wins Meredith’s special love. Something on tH 
shines in a passage describing the magical Woods o 
Westermain. 


" here, their worths exchanged. 
Urban joins with pastoral; 

Little lost, save what may drop 
Husk-like, and the rind preserves. 
Natural overgrowths they top. 

Yet from nature neither swerves. 
Trained or savage: for this cause; 

Of our Earth they ply the laws. 

Have in Earth their feeding root. 

Mind of Man and bent of brute. 
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Hear it: is it wail or mirth ? 

Ofdered. bubbled, quite unschooled ? 

None, and all: it springs of Earth.” 

Progress is the order of the journey: from Earth, 
inspired and propelled by Earth; in Man, through 
Man, guided and ordered by Man. To achieve this 
he must neither seek to woo other destinies than this 
she has set for him, no’r must he set his love on 
fair legenjis of the past. If he do this, then she 
must needs scourge him to his task again. For in 
truth she gives scant sympathy for sorrow and frail 
encouragement to dreams. 

" Not she gives the tear for the tear: 

Harsh wisdom gives Earth, no more; 

In one the spur and the curb: 

An answer to thoughts or deeds; 

To the Legends an alien look; 

To the Questions a figure of clay.” 

So he sings in his Faith on Trial; proving indeed 
that this was a very Faith with him, consolatory in 
the deepest sorrow, an inspiration in the hour of 
stress and the day of anxiety. Sorrow is no luxury 
to such a man, nor is disappointment a mournful 
theme, though he glories in them indeed with a stern 
and strange glory. They are the meanj^of growth 
and occasions of progress; and he finds in his Earth 
the symbols and lessons of this. Is it Winter, a time 
of the year that— 
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" damps to the bone. 

Narrows the world to my neighbour’s gate; 

Paints me life as a wheezy crone ” ? 

Then this is “ seedtime ”; Spring is on its way, and 
this is its preparation— 

" Death is the word of a bovine Day, 

Know you the breast of the springing To-be.” 

Is it “Hard Weather,” blowing pstful, keen, and 
biting.? Then, says he— 

“ Such meaning in a Dagger-day 
Our wit may clasp to wax in power.” 

For— 

" Behold the life at ease; it drifts. 

The sharpened life commands its cause. 

She winnows, winnows roughly; sifts 
To dip her chosen in her source: 

Contention is the vital force. 

Whence pluck they brain, her prize of gifts. 

Sky of the senses! on which height 
Not disconnected, yet released. 

They see how spirit comes to light, 

Through conquest of the inner beast.” 

His whole Nature Poetry is saturated with this idea; 
over-saturated in fact, to its detriment as an ingenuous 
and living tissue of being. What this progress is, and 
what the Measure and standard of it are, briefly may 
be stated both negatively and positively: positively 
as the acquisition of Brain-power, that which dif¬ 
ferentiates, and marks progress, from the brute; 
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and negatively as the elimination and eradication of 
Self and Egoism. 

W» are not concerned with the rights and faults 
of his perception; nor, now, with the virtue of his 
faith in Brain-power. It is sufficient to say that 
lie sets it over against the dominion of the sensations; 
or as he puts it, with a more questionable designa¬ 
tion, Heart-rule. “ Ah, what a fruitless breeder is 
this heart,”, says hfe in his Ode to the Comic Spirit — 

“ by turns a lump 

Swung on a time-piece; and by turns 

Acquiring energy to jump 

For seats angelical; it shrinks, it yearns; 

Loves, loathes; is flame or cinders; lastly cloud 
Capping a sullen crater.” 

He will none of it. “ Let Brain-rule splendidly 
tower! ” is his phrase; and it is worthy of comment 
that this Brain-rule, this victory over Heart-rule, is 
very much akin to the icy spirit of monasticism, as 
he himself sees' a little later in the same ode; for 
he speaks of this— 

" Light of the mind, the mind’s discourse. 

The rational in graciousness, 

as yet disowned 

Save where some dutiful lone creature, vowed 
To holy work, deems it the heart’s intent; 

Or where a silken circle views it cowled.” 

M 
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One remembers that, in his last novel, this same vic¬ 
tory of Brain-rule that drove Carinthia to tend the 
wounded, drove her unhappy husband to scourge 
himself to death in a monastery. 

Yet it is the negative aspect, this scourging of self, 
that might seem more positive than the positive 
itself. For now that we are moving on the higher 
places of thought it is obvious that a more delicate 
instrument than pain, a subtler scburge than sorrow, 
is needed. And it is found. It is found in that 
famous exposition of the Comic Spirit, and of the 
operations of this elusive faun, that is Meredith’s 
peculiar property in literature. Not only has he 
given us precept and exposition; he has himself 
exemplified the operations of his Ariel-spirit in that 
masterpiece of subtlety fT he Egoist: every page of 
which peals with silvery laughter swift and scintillating, 
every chapter of which is vivid with mirth too delicate 
for the stout guffaw, too essential to be handled, so 
rare and elusive as almost to escape with a smile, 
volatile everywhere and piercing always. 

This is the deft flail that, says Meredith, shall whif 
out the Ego standing ever in Man’s destined path of 
progress: ^his is the flail, and this is its especia 
function. He would have men not merely unselfish, 
but selfless; personal and vital truly, but holdinf 
this personality and this vitality at service for hi^ 
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fellows, and, more essentially, at service for the 
generations to ’follow, thus absolving himself from 
any taint of Egoism. In his exquisite Lark Ascend¬ 
ing, where the very irresponsible, rippling gaiety of 
the lark’s song^ seems cony eyed to us in the beat and 
measure of the poet’s verse, Meredith sees the bird 
singing so; not thinking of self and free from all 
taint.— 

Was never voice of ours could say 
Our inmost in the sweetest way, 

Like yonder voice aloft, and link 
All hearers in the song they drink. 

Our vision speaks from failing blood. 

Our passion is too full in flood. 

We want the key of his wild note 
Of truthful in a tuneful note. 

The song seraphically free 
Of taint of personality. 

So pure that it salutes the suns 
, The voice of one for millions. 

In whom the millions rejoice 
For giving their one spirit voice," 

It might perhaps be said that, let him extol as he 
may, or as eloquently as he will. 

The song seraphically free 
Of taint of personality,” 

the abiding truth remains that such songs are not 
sung out of the lips of intellectual philosophies. But 
accepting his mood, expanding and expounding it, 
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the lark’s song is thus free and representative because 
he knows, and not' alone knows but instinctively 
obeys, the secret laws of Mother Earth. Self may 
play, but self must play within those laws: claim¬ 
ing liberties outside them, is retrogression; is not 
only retrogression, but sets up an incongruity, the 
perception of which is the basis of humour or pathos, 
each being distinguished from the other more or less 
by the standpoint adopted. And* here steps in the 
Comic Spirit with its subtle flail! 

The general perception of such incongruity from 
the standpoint of mirth is Humour: Humour in 
the comprehensive sense. If it then attack the 
emotions, finding outlet in “ laughter holding both 
its sides,” or in that tender smile brimful of loving 
tears, it is humour, humour in the specific sense; 
if it attack the moral indignation, fetching out the 
whip that scathes or the mirror that reveals, it is 
satire; if it touch the founts of whimsical reserve, 
catching up a spirit playful yet purposeful, not going 
deep, but keeping firmly upon the surface, it is irony; 
but if it fly swift to the brain, evoking laughter that 
is aerial, and subtle to the dividing asunder of joints 
and marr^, free of all grosser elements, then this 
is Comedy. 

Meredith himself has given us an historical and 
critical, if not final, exposition of the meaning and 
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uses of the Comic Spirit. In its most famous passage, 
unforgettable once read, he sayi— 

“ If you believe that our civilisation is founded in 
common sense (and it is the first condition of sanity 
to believe it),, you will,,when contemplating men, 
discern a spirit overhead; not more heavenly than 
the light flashed upward from glassy surface, but 
luminous and watchful; never shooting beyond 
them, nor'lagging in the rear; so closely attached to 
them that it may be taken for a slavish reflex, until 
its features are studied. It has the sage’s brows, and 
the sunny malice of a faun lurks at the corners of the 
half-closed lips drawn in idle wariness of half-tension. 
That slim feasting smile, shaped like the longbow, 
was once a big round satyr’s laugh, that flung up the 
brows like a fortress lifted by gunpowder. The 
laugh will come again, but it will be of the order of 
a smile, finely tempered, showing sunlight of the 
mind, mental richness rather than noisy enormity. 
Its common aspect is one of unsolicitous observation, 
as if surveying a full field and having leisure to dart 
on its chosen morsels, without any fluttering eager¬ 
ness. Men’s future upon Earth does not attract it; 
their honesty and shapeliness in the pscsent does; 
whenever they wax out of proportion, overblown, 
affected, pretentious, bombastical, hypocritical, 
pedantic, fantastically delicate; whenever it sees 
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them self-deceived or hoodwinked, given to run riot 
in idolatries, drifting into vanities, congregating in 
absurdities, planning short-sightedly, plotting’ de- 
mentedly; whenever they are at variance with their 
professions, and violate tlje unwritten but percep¬ 
tible laws binding them in consideration one to 
another; whenever they ©fiend sound reason, fair 
justice; are false in humility or ruined with conceit, 
individually or in bulk—the Spirit overhead wiD 
look humanly malign and cast an oblique light on 
them, followed by volleys of silvery laughter. That 
is the Comic Spirit.” 

“ Men’s future upon earth does not attract it.” 
No, for a healthy Mother is the happiest augur for 
a fair child; and Man’s To-morrow is born of his 
To-day. It is Meredith’s faith in the future that bids 
him see to the virtue of the present. It is his faith 
in Progress that bids him consolidate our past. His 
faith is in our Civilisation as the present measure oi 
our progress hitherto. We can hear his own voict 
over Dr. Shrapnel’s lips speaking of Society as “ Ou! 
one tangible gain, our one roofing and flooring in: 
world of most uncertain structures built on morasses 
Towards the laws that support it men hopeful o 
progress give their adhesion. If it is martyrdom 
what then? Let martyrdom be. Contumacy i' 
animalism. The truer the love, the readier th< 
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sacrifice! Rebellion against society and advocacy 
of humanity ’run counter.” -Obviously, for To¬ 
morrow is null and void if To-day be thwart Nature, 
or if it be not in the line of the progress that Earth 
has set for Map.. 

It is easy to raise innumerable criticisms. Ques¬ 
tions raise imperious brpws and ask to know if a 
rather too comfortable a faith is not given to cant 
definitions of Civilisation; and if these ideas of 
destiny are indeed set in the midmost of Man’s 
nature. But there is no doubt that, given Meredith’s 
standpoint, his is an exhilarating and stringent 
tonic of a faith, even to those who believe that 
Civilisation is a colossal failure. 

Laws there are, stated in Nature, of sanity and 
health, whose due observance bring in their train 
nobility of aspect and inspiration of prospect. This 
faun-like Comic Spirit hovers above, quickly to note 
Man’s departure from them; and with its long, 
lithe intellectual whip to flick his defalcations. 
Unhappily it is too often true that they who are 
defaulters are of so tough a hide that they are imper¬ 
vious to the sting. “ Sword of common sense ” he 
calls this comic perception. How if its would-be 
victims claim sole possession of common sense for 
their own extravagant ways ? An unlooked-for 
manoeuvre this, surely! Yet the earnest will en- 
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deavour to swell to conformity to these laws; and no 
better way can he 'do this than by prayer. The 
accepted notions of praying for exceptional beflefits 
to be received Meredith cannot abide. To him 
prayer is a discipline, a Ijringing oneself into line 
with laws that are the final wisdom for the soul, 
To quote only one of hia sayings in this regard, 
Dr. Shrapnel (who is no less than Meredith himself, 
and therefore set to caricature)' writes" to Nevil 
Beauchamp: “ Take this, my Beauchamp, for the 
good in prayer, that it makes us repose on the un¬ 
known with confidence, makes us flexible to change, 
makes us ready for revolution—for life, then! He 
who has the fountain of prayer in him will not com¬ 
plain of hazards. Prayer is the recognition of laws; 
the soul’s exercise and source of strength, its thread 
of conjunction with them. Prayer for an object is 
the cajolery of an idol; the source of superstition.” 
But while Prayer is for the wise and earnest, the 
flail of the Comic Spirit for the dull and careless; 
and the glorious brotherhood of Man, founded on 
rule of Brain and the despotism of Common Sense 
and Stern Joy, is the goal of both disciplines. 

Even the* death of dear ones, the surrender of rosy 
ideals of the past, calamities in domestic life oi 
affection, must not disturb or deter; nor must we be 
led aside from the path by visionary glories or des 
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times the proof of which is not seated in Reason, that 
prime function’of Brain-rule. -Man must be great, 
self-possessed, and calm; vibrant with passion, but 
with passions schooled to order and discipline. This 
is Meredith’s affinity with the Classic Spirit; not an 
affinity of facial resemblance, but in kinship of 
actuating principle. Besides his, indeed, the classi¬ 
cism of Swinburne is academic and virtuoso. He 
himself se'es it. Of his Woods of Westermain, which 
are symbolic of his thought, he says— 

" Banished is the white foam-born 
Not from here, nor under ban 
Phoebus lyrist, Phoebe’s horn, 

Piping of the reedy Pan. 

Loved of Earth of old they were, 

Loving did interpret her.” 

This, then, is the Altar-piece of the Cathedral; 
worthy of the most detailed examination, for nearly 
the whole Cathedral is framed to its ideal. To under¬ 
stand it is to understand much else that is difficult: 
it is to understand his Style and the Presentation of 
his novels; is to understand his conception of his 
Art as a Novelist; is to understand the ruthless 
conclusions to Richard Feverel or Beauchamp’s 
Career; the nature of those background characters, 
nis especial heroes, and their development through 
the novels; the lesson of Rhoda Fleming, One of Our 
onquerors, Lord Ormont, The Jmazing Marriage; 
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the discipline of Evan Harrington; the scourging of 
General Ople; the failure of such a splendid character 
as Victor Radnor; the development of such nature 
characters as Sandra and Carinthia; the special 
charm of his heroines and their reason of the apparent 
coldness of some of them, especially the later born of 
them; the meanings of SJiagpat and Farina; the 
catastrophe of Modern Love; and the supreme 
exposure of Sir Willoughby Patterne, not to speak 
of the mighty Richmond Roy. 

Of some of them only it is possible to speak; and 
obviously the first must be the style and presentation 
of his novels: his Art, in other words. To speak 
arbitrarily one might say that the poet’s business is 
with ideal Man, Man with divinity and eternity 
streaming over his brows; Man, if need be, at con 
flict with society, bowing only to eternal rules; anc 
therefore Tragic Man: Romeo, Hamlet, Othello 
Lear: not necessarily simple men, but rather complo 
men fused to simplicity by the grandeur of theii 
passion, and seen so. The novelist’s more pariicula 
function is with Man in terms of Society and there 
fore more divisible to the critical eye. One is Mai 
seen from within; the other Man seen from without 
But it has been seen that Meredith has to do witl 
Man ideal and yet social, social and yet ideal: Mai 
progressive and progressing; the son of Earth and th 
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creature of society: Man the supreme fact, and Man 
a profound problem, clothed with destiny and learning 
from" circumstance. Therefore he is both Poet and 
Novelist; depicting from inwards and viewing from 
outwards; lyrjeal and critical. Style being but the 
vesture of idea, the cincture of thought, his style must 
therefore be lyrical and, critical; and this not in 
successive breaths panting quickly upon each other, 
but in one and 'the same breath. Language can 
scarce hold this; and it must needs strain the limits 
of grammar and clarity. So far as it can be affected, 
Meredith seems to have done it; and therefore it is 
that he fascinates even when he most annoys. It 
is a new form of Art he has achieved. For his 
presentation is like his style, the compaction of the 
inner emotion and the outer aspect. In his style the 
metaphor revealing the inner man is followed hard 
by the metaphor criticising him seen in relation to 
others; and the presentation leaps from one lyrical 
and dramatic action to another, with interludes that 
adjust the proportions and bearings of the emotion 
achieved. For to Meredith, as we have seen, Man is 
a mighty figure, but one who has attentively to study 
and learn in order that he may achieve a mightier 
and a truer figure. 

So with the conclusions to Richard Feverel and 
Beauchamp's Career. Lucy’s death is cruel, pitiless 
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to the bursting of strong tears; but it is pitiless anc 
cruel even as Earth'and Life are pitiless and cruel 
There is no forgiveness of sins in Life: the 'decc 
done, the consequence is irrevocable. Otherwise hov 
should we learn if the consequences of our action 
may be avoided ? Lucy’s death was Richard’ 
punishment; but it was ajso his lesson, his oppor 
tunity for nobler growth. This is the teaching o 
Earth to Man. With Beauchamp’s death it is some 
what different. So far as he wished to bring Next 
week into To-day he was a fanatic; though, lik 
most fanatics, he was noble and sincere. Meredit 
would not have us fix our eyes on To-morrow, bu 
To-day. Beauchamp would not learn his lessoi 
and so his work was spoiled before the end of tli 
book. More would have been restlessness, woul 
have even been irritation and therefore reactionar; 
Thus he dies; dies doing a noble, self-sacrificing deec 
and so grace is found. 

The bearing of Meredith’s central thought on tho: 
strong men hovering in the background of so man 
of his novels is obvious. They are his special love 
the toll of them wakes memory of his tendernc 
over them: Austin Wentworth, Vernon Whitfor 
Merthyr Powys, Tom Redworth, Matthew Weybui 
(though he was in no background!), and the splend. 
Dartrey Fenellen. Not all of them are successe 
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some are, and others come perilously near being, 
prigs; but to *feel distaste sotnetimes at Merthyr 
Pow^s is no obstruction to a warm glow at Tom Red- 
worth and an entire love of Dartrey Fenellen. They 
are nearly all, men who have drunk of disappoint¬ 
ment, and eaten of sorrow, at the table of adversity; 
nearly all of them are of poignant experience, having 
taken the tuition of life—chiefly, be it noted, in some 
early matrimonial misadventure that had bitten 
memories into them, throwing an incidental light of 
how Meredith came by some of his own philosophy. 
But it is their growth and development through the 
novels that forms so fascinating a study. Compare 
the tenderly wise but somewhat bloodless Austin 
Wentworth with the full-blooded, passionate, strong 
Dartrey Fenellen. It is worthy of meditation in 
conjunction with the growth of Meredith’s philosophy: 
corrective, moreover! 

So, too, with the development of character in those 
two great nature women of his, Sandra and Carinthia. 
To follow the progress of Sandra of Wilming Wier 
to the Vittoria of La Scala is a lovable study: the 
progress .of the Carinthia of “ It is my husband ” to 
the Carinihia of “ No more of husband for me ” is 
not so lovable, for, though she is often touched with 
awe, yet she remains chilling and unsatisfactory 
despite it all. Yet we can trace in both of them the 
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hand of the poet who wrote, in his hour of deepes 
adversity, “Smite, Sacred Reality! though it i; 
permissible to ask whether Carinthia does not fkiall; 
turn away from Reality, the truer Reality of a deq 
and noble change in her husband. Yet they are boti 
women who have been lapped in Nature, not ii 
Society. When their hour,of trial comes, disillusion 
ment sinks slowly into their beings; and the resul 
is they are purged, not soiled; wounded indeed, bu 
made, not broken. Nevertheless, a change ha 
come on them; their whole-heartedness and puritj 
their simplicity and the bright transparency c 
mountain brooks that they initially have, clear an 
unquestioning, go; while maturity, worldly-wisdon 
and clear-eyed grace comes on them. “Which 
only a way of telling you that the great result c 
mortal suffering, consciousness, had fully set in: t 
ripen; perhaps to debase; at any rate to prove,” say 
their creator, speaking of the change in the first. 

We cannot but regret the change. But Meredit 
makes it apparent that he does not. Heart-rule, th 
basis of simple intuition, says he sternly, must giv 
place to Biain-rule, the basis of Reason. In Sandt 
the balance of the two is gracious, and we applau 
the result; but in Carinthia the domination of th 
latter leaves us chilled. Moreover Sandra’s deferenc 
to Merthyr Powys satisfies the heart; while Carir 
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thia’s infatuation with her frigid brother defies any 
attempt at adVocacy. In it • all we can trace 
Meredith’s characteristic philosophy. 

These two may suffice to introduce us to the rest 
of their sisters^ by the same creator’s hand. And a 
wonderful sisterhood it is! The ripest, fairest, and 
most diverse since Shake^eare’s own family set out 
on their triumphant way. But while Shakespeare’s 
children lived in fhat lofty world where nationality 
is not, Meredith recognises and expounds nationality 
to us. English Clara Middleton or Cecilia Halkett, 
Irish Diana, French Renee, German Ottilia of the 
ideal age, Italian Vittoria, Austrian Anna von 
Lenkenstein, they all come to us hand-in-hand; and 
hard would that man be who could resist them. Yet 
they are all Meredith’s own peculiar property, with 
the die of his imprint on them. 

In Lord Ormond and His Aminta, Matthew Wey- 
burn wisely advocates the training of boys and girls 
side by side so that each might acquire something of 
the special virtue distinguishing the other. Or as the 
protagonistic sings in Fair Ladies in Revolt — 

“ Sir, get you something of our purity, 

And we will of your strength: we ask no more.” 

This is the path of mutual progress; and we can see 
this strength shining in Meredith’s heroines: know¬ 
ledge and strength, such as win Nesta Victoria to our 
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love. No man has done more for Woman tha 
Meredith: Man and Woman co-equal in their sever: 
spheres, edch assimilating the virtues and beautic 
of the other, this is his idea of Progress. It is like! 
the weak-kneed may shrink, for as he says “ we hav 
not yet rounded Cape Turk.” But his heroine 
come to convince us of wisdom. Yet this freedoi 
and interchange are not only necessary for progrest 
they are vital and necessary to Society, the instrumei 
of progress, for, he says, as deeply as truly, “ Whei 
the veil is over women’s faces you cannot hat 
society, without which the senses are barbarous, an 
the Comic Spirit is driven to the gutters of grossne: 
to slake its thirst.” Without a free intellectu 
womanhood there cannot be Society. Therefo 
there is no play for the Comic Spirit; and Mr 
has not even started on the path of Progress. Whil 
to convince the would-be decorous, the Super-sene 
tive who are the Hyper-gross, Meredith’s vvom: 
step before us demonstrating the sweetness ■ 
their womanhood and the virtue of their sex. Th. 
some of them are over-cold is unhappily sometira 


more than a suspicion; yet this is possibly ni 
the fault of the achievement-to-be so much as tl 
harshness of the intervening process due to man 


perversity. 

Shagpat, the first of his prose works, is a fanfa 
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declaring what was to follow: declaring, too, in what 
manner it was ’to follow; for though it has not the 
maturity of experience that was to follow‘thirty-five 
years later in One of our Conquerors, nor the crystalli¬ 
sation, detail, and intellectual prospect of the later 
poems, nearly all that is characteristic in Meredith’s 
philosophy is there, wrapped in the mystifying folds 
of symbolism and allegory. Shibli Bagarag is the 
man of his heart* and Shagpat’s Authentic is the 
begetter of Superstition, of Ignorance and Sloth, 
that must therefore be shaved. How it was shaved, 
and with what of difficulty, do they not know who 
have read thereof in the pages of the book ? It is suffi- 
.cient to say that, before the hero can succeed, he 
must first have his thwackings. 

" Ye that nourish hopes of fame! 

Ye who would be known in song! 

Ponder old history, and duly frame 
Your souls to meek acceptance of the thong. 


" Lol of hundreds who aspire 
Eighties perish—nineties tire! 

They who bear up, in spite of wrecks and wracks, 
Were seasoned by celestial hail of thwacks.” 


The subtle,'scourging of the Egoist, whenever he 
be found in Meredith’s works, has a very obvious 
connection with that philosophy, im f*^'5l 

has been said, one of its^ft^H 
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Willoughby Patterne’s ordeal, for example, is 
haustive, and of the’highest heights of Comedy; 
his is the true Egoism, active no less than paSsi 
The bringing low of the mighty Richmond Ro 
a creation that is to Meredith what Falstaff was 
Shakespeare — is in the region of high Hume 
Humour “ with lights of Tragedy in it.” The fail 
of Victor Radnor is, however, pure tragedy; . 
there are few moments in Meredith so terrible oi 
chastening. So, too, the discipline of Evan Harr 
ton, and the cruel exposure of General Ople, h 
their part and lot in the same connection. I 
not that Meredith deliberately makes them alu 
serve the lesson he would point—though more o 
than not this is so, so self-conscious an artist is 
It is rather that his philosophy is, as philosop 
usually are, the expression of his personality, 
he cannot avoid its active interposition in the 
he has to tell. 

In his later years, it is true, he became obse 
with some of its aspects. He even declares c 
gorically that his desire is to work a “ change in pi 
taste ” by his ^ works, coveting that as “ the flowe 
wreath ” of his ambition. Yet it was always pres 
and, indeed, one may see’it emerging in his ea 
life. The tragedy of Modern Love is undeniably 
own tragedy; and it^may_be traced definitely to 
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identical cause. Does he not himself say, in the 
stanza that is the pivot of its action— 

" Oh, had I with my darling helped to mince 
The facts of life, you still had seen me go. 

With hindward feather and with forward toe. 

Her much-adored, delightful Fairy Prince ” ? 

If one takes Modern Love and Shagpat as the 
beginning of his work, and Lhe Egoist as its centre 
and pivot, Meredith’s philosophy is seen to give 
a very definite unity to the total result. For it 
cannot be forgotten with what a trilogy it closed. 
Nothing is more characteristic of the man than the 
fact that he concluded his life’s labour with his eye 
bravely looking into the spaces of the future. It 
has been seen that his whole faith in the Destiny 
that Earth has for Man centres in Man as a whole; 
that is to say, in women not less than men, and in 
both as they come into line together, each partaking 
of the other’s nature. And once the fact of sex be 
introduced, it is clear that his attitude towards 
marriage becomes a test of his faith. 

In One of our Conquerors, Lord Ormond and His 
Aminta, and The Amazing Marriage, therefore, he 
faces this; and like the sane thinker he was, he 
holds the balances poised with wonderful equality. 
He will not be pressed to rash decisions. He only 
cries, “ The subject is too much in darkness; air it; 
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air it! ” In the meantime he holds firmly by 
words through the lips of Dr. Shrapnel: “ Contum 
is animalism.” For is it not his faith, however <ii 
we may agree with him, that “ it is the first condi 
of sanity to believe ” that “ our civilisation is foun 
on common sense ” ? Therefore, however well su 
Victor and Nataly may b^ to each other, they 
broken to the dust and ruined, while behind tl 
looms the triumphant figure of Mv. Burman as 
representative of an outraged society. It was 
indeed, with Edward and Dahlia in Rhoda Flem 
though there the picture had not the same c 
application. 

It is an iron creed: but it is not all his crt 
Lord Ormond and Lhe Amazing Marriage had 
follow; and in the former the reverse of the m* 
is discovered. For “ Laws,” says he, “ are necess 
instruments of the majority; but when they gi 
the same human being to dust for their maintenai 
their enthronement is the rule of the savage 
Deity, sniffing blood-sacrifice. There cannot b 
society based upon such conditions. An immolat 
of the naturally constituted individual arrests 
general expansion to which we step, decivilis 
more, and is more impioug to the God in man tj 
temporary revelries of a licence that nature si 
checks.” And to that dominant his closing t 
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novels are tuned. In the latter of them a hapless 
and unhappy marriage is broken by mutual lack of 
understanding and sympathy: barren to nature and 
society, to Earth and Man. In the former the two 
who stand apt for one arrother, who are ripe for the 
'highest service to Earth and to Man, have to challenge 
“the necessary instruments of the majority” in 
order to complete; that fact. Matthew Weyburn has 
to claim Aminta from another who is her husband; 
and it is significant how he does it. “ My own soul,” 
he says, “ we have to see that we do—though not 
publicly, nor insolently—offend good citizenship. 
But we believe—I with ray whole faith, and I may 
say it of you—that we are not offending Divine law.” 
It is a characteristic speech in aU ways, for one 
remembers that Matthew Weyburn holds his place 
among those characters that are Meredith’s especial 
heroes. 

And it is Meredith’s closing word. That it should 
bring us to the very feet of the old and eternal 
challenge between “ Divine law ” and “ good citizen¬ 
ship ” is profoundly interesting to the thinker who 
believes in other and more mystical destinies and 
origins for Man; but this remains outside the scope 
of a pure exposition. However one regards Mere¬ 
dith’s philosophy it cannot be denied that it is severe, 
wholesome, and stern, to an effete dav. like a well- 
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tuned string. He tuned himself todt; and Eartl 
and Man were his two inspirations always. Fittingly 
and bravely it closed with “ the rapture of tie 
forward view”: for his philosophy, although over* 
intellectual, was never a thing apart 'from his per* 
sonality. It dominated him; saturated him: it 
dominated and saturated'his books; and there 
probably never was a writer who8e;.novels,^good and 
full enough in themselves as they were, more de 
manded a proper understanding of the Philosophy in 
which they were placed, and which they set in action 
and exemplified. 


‘CHARLES DICKENS AND THE NOVEL 


It is when one takes pen in hand to write of Dickens, 

. especially when faced by an occasion such as the 
centenary of his birth, \hat the true praise of him 
emerges. Detraction’s voice has been heard; and 
so ruthlessly tha\ no detail has escaped attention. 
His pathos has been dismissed as maudlin; his 
characterisation has been called grotesque and ex¬ 
aggerated; his style has been derided as no style at 
all in the cant meaning of the word, as shapeless and 
frameless, degenerating often into an uneasy sing¬ 
song of halting metre; his craft, for all the care of 
his scheming, has been scoffed at; his art has been 
put aside as untrue to life; and even his humour, 
that which of all things one would have thought 
would have been left to him, has been called rudi¬ 
mentary and crude. It is not difficult to see, in each 
particular criticism, what is meant: and to see a 
criticism is to admit its justice, given its point of 
view. But criticism is the faultiest of all instruments. 
It is the^function of criticism to be analytical; and 
there is no one thing ip the world that cannot be 
analysed to its degradation. Analysis is too often 
the coward’s subterfuge for escaping the responsibility 
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of manly judgment. Such judgment proceeds, n 
by way of analysis, Hut by vision, which is the pt 
ception of a synthesis. And it is conceivable U 
one might find no virtue, or little virtue, in any det 
of a work of art, of an achievement of the creatii 
imagination, and yet find oneself strangely thrillf 
by the whole and total effect. It is certainly almo 
impossible to decide what contribution any oi 
detail, good or bad, makes to the total effect that 
the only thing that, in the end, matters. 

For example, it is lamented that Wordsworth hr 
not the critical faculty to see what was good in h 
work and what was bad, so that he might ha\ 
suppressed the bad and left the good in all its pui 
loveliness. Criticism (that has always seen so we 
what is good and what bad in Literature and tl 
High Arts) has declared that to Wordsworth all w; 
of the same value in his work: that he put out 
bad poem with all the solemnity and sense of i 
importance as a.good poem. And, in that, Criticis 
has spoken better than it thought. For to Word 
worth (or to Blake, for that matter) each poem w; 
indeed of the same solemn value; because each poe 
was regarded as a separate contribution to that moi 
important synthesis that he struggled to fill-in an 
complete. He was not, like Herrick, so much coi 
cerned with the making of separate poems as wit 



DICKENS AND THE NOVEL 201 

the delivery of 3 vision} snd in the utterance of that 
vision each poem- was important. This Wordsworth 
felt-* and, did we truly examine ourselves, we would 
find that we do so also. The Wordsworth of the 
Complete Works takes ijis place in the front rank 
;of English poets, with Shakespeare, Milton, and 
j Shelley for companions. The Wordsworth of 
I Matthew Arnold’s selection falls back behind Keats 
I and even Byron. 

Thus it is always necessary to be assured that one 
has seen a man’s vision, or that one has perceived 
the particular quality of his artistic attempt, before 
it is even possible to speak of the faults of his work¬ 
manship; for it may so happen that what may, on 
its own merits, appear to be a grave fault may be a 
necessary adjunct to the attainment of that vision 
or that artistic attempt. It is this that the mind 
perceives in the case of Dickens, even as it is this 
that enables us to discover the true praise of him. 
It has, for example, been laid to his charge that his 
characters, in the main, have no semblance to reality; 
that they are grotesque and exaggerated. It would 
be interesting to contrast this assertion with the 
constant .exclamation that one meets in daily life 
that certain people and certain actions are typically 
“ Dickensian ”; as though he were the court of appeal 
for life, instead of life being the court of appeal for 
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him. Yet on its own merits the criticism is four 
to be illuminating. It is meant to be destructiv 
but one suddenly recalls that all the great charactc 
of the world’s literature are either grotesque 
exaggerated. If Bumble b,e overdrawn as a wor 
house official, he is not more overdrawn than t 
immortal Shallow as a Justice of the Peace. 
Samuel Pickwick, Esq., be grotesque as a wanderii 
merchant, he is at least not so grotesque as t 
inimitable Don Quixote as a wandering knight. V 
do not remember Sancho Panza or Panurge or t 
Antient Pistol because they are imitations of Li' 
but because they are grotesque examples of wh 
Life can give us out of its exceeding riches. We < 
not admire Achilles or Hamlet or Falstaff, each 
his own way, because he is like the thin thing : 
round us that we are pleased to call Life, but becau 
he is a splendid, or, if we will, exaggerated, examj 
of what Life could be if we were content to trust 
They are, strictly, creations; and we hold them 
memory not because they are a mere mimicry of t 
smaller side of us, but because they remind us of 
the splendour and wonder and laughter that resit 
behind the small show that we present to the out 
world. They do not portray us to ourselves: th 
reveal us to ourselves. For Art is the Gre 
Revelation. 
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When Dickeps, therefore, created Bumble, he did 
more than merely ridicule or statter a system. To 
ridicule or to shatter a system is, relatively, a small 
achievement. It truly is a remarkable fact about 
Dickens that 4 ie did succeed in bringing about reform 
in several matters that urgently needed reform. 
That is to say, he succeeded in having a system that 
had worn itself into decay supplanted by another 
system .that was as yet new. But reform, like most 
matters political, is in itself worth no more than the 
paper its enactment is printed upon. Dickens may 
have succeeded in dismissing the Circumlocution 
Office by the power of his laughter; but the new 
office that took its place would soon become another 
Circumlocution Office. He may have succeeded in 
abolishing the coarse brutality of Mr. Squeers; but 
there is many a schoolboy to-day who, were the choice 
given him, would considerably prefer the coarse 
brutality of Squeers to the refined and solicitous 
cruelty under which it is his lot to suffer. While 
Man remains the same, one system, however word- 
perfect, is as valueless as another, however word- 
imperfect. And the fact that Dickens succeeded in 
effecting*certain substitutions of systems is no tribute 
to his Art, but rather only a testimony to his amazing 
and almost unexampled popularity. But when he 
created Bumble he did more than sh^ter a system. 
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He illustrated what is the essential yveakness of ? 
systems. Bumble stands up as the eternal type 
what it is i‘n human nature to become under the joii 
influence of power and importance: a fact that v 
admit in the daily habit of,our speech;.for the woi 
“ Bumbledom ” is our continual attestation of tl 
truth of the vision of Dickens. On him depends, m 
alone the execution of the system that Dickei 
scourged with his bitter laughter, but the ex,ecuti( 
of all other systems whatsoever. Bumble is at oi 
time a Creation and a Revelation. 

In this way Bumble may stand as a sign an 
ensample to us of his creator’s work. He, and a scoi 
of others even truer to the heart of life than he, ai 
almost nearer to us, and therefore more real to u 
than we are to ourselves. It is because they are t 
near to us that we are apt to lose a distinct sense ( 
their outline and proportion. And we are won b 
them accordingly. It is for this reason that so man 
have stumbled at the works of Dickens. They ha\ 
regarded them as Novels; and in the Novel the 
have grown accustomed to compilation rather tha 
to creation, to portraiture and depicture rather tha 
to revelation and illumination. The Novel, as a 
Art-form, has been notably complaisant; and it 
for this very reason that it is a perplexed questio 
as to how trulv the Novel is a durable Art-forn 
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Matter that, in the severe and searching discipline of 
Poetry, would* not for a moftient be suffered an 
entrance, passes without let or hindrance into the 
Novel and is even accounted an adornment to it. 
But the adornment is the chief weakness that attends 
the Novel in its attempt to pass muster in the austere 
ranks of Art; what was tjiought to be a gain,is found 
to be a loss; that which we have called, in a phrase 
that we have beeSi careful not to expound, “ fidelity 
to life,’' has been the very thing that has obviated 
the necessity for that creation on which all Art 
depends; and the result is that the Novel has always 
been the thing of an age, and not the thing of all time. 
The Iliad, the Divina Commedia, Shakespeare’s 
Tragedies, Paradise Lost, Prometheus Unbound —all 
these are as young as the day on which they were 
written. But Fielding and Smollett, even Thackeray 
and George Eliot, belong to their own time, and can 
only be approached through the age in which they 
were written. One is, in the true significance of 
the word, creation; and the other is that compilation 
that is often miscalled creation: and therefore one 
wears divine youth on its brow; whereas the other 
is like a stage-piece in a foreign tongue, that cannot 
truly be known till the foreign tongue be mastered. 

Now this is the peculiar praise of Dickens: that, 
with all his shortcomings (of which he had not a few), 
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he, with Cervantes, Rahelais, and Bunyan, has lifted 
prose into this divined youth, this eternal significance, 
that has iieen thought the special prerogative of 
Poetry. Even in the face of their achievement it is 
hard to conceive of prose as other than journeyman 
toil, a perishable medium": without that achievement 
it would be in a poor way indeed. So much is this 
the case that it is no strange thing to hear such a 
character as Sam Weller being ipoken of as “a 
poetic creation.” And so, in a manner of speaking, 
he is. It matters little that he rose out of a Victorian 
hostelry, as Pantagruel out of sixteenth - century 
France, Sancho Panza out of post-Romantic Spain, 
and Christian out of Puritan England. It is not 
what they rose out of, but what they rose into. They 
rose, each of them, out of a particular age, even 
bearing its particular brand and currency; but they 
rose into a perpetual significance that we call Poetry. 

So we arrive at another of the faults that Criticism 
has discovered in Dickens’ work. It is complained 
of him that he lacks skill of craftsmanship, and that 
his books are structureless; that, having begun, as 
begin they must, they continue without order and 
conclude without reason: so that even those who 
have undertaken his defejice have been compelled 
to concede the criticism, and to ask in return why 
they should ever end. 
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The criticism, as criticism,'is well placed; but, in 
e manner of criticism, it has fcndeavoured to judge 
e nvorks of Dickens by laws other than the laws 
their own being. Those who have advanced it 
jve considered his books as Novels. That is to say, 
nee the Novel is as yet without adequate definition, 
;rtain standards have been raised, that prevail in 
leir utmost rigour only with a small portion of the 
hole field of prbse literature, and an attempt has 
een made to make them the rallying centre of a vast 
ivision of it. Thomas Hardy is the supreme example 
f the craftsman who has introduced into prose 
terature somewhat of the technique, in a necessarily 
Dosened form, of the Drama (or, in Architecture, 
ince he was once an architect, of the classic arch, 
vhich is much the same thing); and the result has 
leen truly astonishing. Yet who would think of 
udging Rabelais, or Cervantes, or Bunyan for that 
natter, by a law so alien ? 

Thus it was no mere chance, but something of a 
iivine instinct, that led Dickens to write his first 
book in the form of Pickwick Papers. It is unneces¬ 
sary to go into a discussion of all that preceded the 
writing of the book. It is enough to say that Dickens 
would have satisfied the .demands of his publishers 
equally well had the “ Papers ” been shaped and 
disciplined into an outline as orderly and as shapely 
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as the best. But his inkinct impelled him otherwise; 
and the result is thart we do not think of ‘The Post, 
humous Papers of the Pickwick Club as we think of 
Phe Return of the Native^ but rather as we think of The 
Adventures of Don Quixote de la Mancha or The 
Inestimable Life of the Great Gargantua. Nor does it 
avail to throw up the wor^ Novel in defence or in 
attack. There are those who say that Cervantes is 
the father of the modern Novel, fcven as’there are 
those who say that Pickwick Papers is no' Novel. 
The truth is that the Novel, according to the protes¬ 
tations of some of its own exponents, is not so much 
a definite Art-form as a hotch-pot. It would be fair 
to say that the Novel is always novel. 

Pickwick Papers is therefore almost something of 
a talisman in Dickens’ work. Where he becomes 
most “ Pickwickian ” there he becomes most himself, 
and his inspiration is most sure; and when he has 
least of the peculiar quality that marks those Papers, 
even though it lead to a result so fine as Great Expec¬ 
tations, one feels that, with all its strength, it lacks 
the peculiar and perpetual significance that gave 
eternal youth to Pickwick. There may be more 
strength in the latter half of his work: there may be 
less of bathos in it and mo^e of maturity and circum¬ 
spection : but the truth remains that the full magic 

of the first has becpme dimmed in the second. This 

■ * 
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ay best be s,een when some similar quality marks 
Dth an early and a later work. For instance, both 
'iclolas Nickleby and J Tale of Two Cities are raelo- 
ramatic; but the glitter oi the first is a magical 
litter, wheraas the glitter of the second is sometimes 
erilously near like tinsel. And this, despite the 
ict that J Tale of Two Cities is more reserved in 
trength, and therefore more instant in its appeal, 
han anything Dickens ever did. 

In all the earlier portion of his work this strange 
[uality, this quality of perpetuity, of poetic achieve- 
nent, prevails in its fullest power. We do not 
■emember Burnaby Rudge because of its historical, 
)r unhistorical, attempKto recount the matter of the 
aordon Riots, or Oliver Twist because of its attempt 
to shatter a Poor-Law system, any more than we 
remember Gargantua or Pantagruel because of their 
endeavour to burlesque certain forgotten ecclesiastical 
abuses, or Don Quixote because its author (who of all 
men most lived a life of romantic adventure) sought 
to make romantic adventure perish for ever in the 
soft fire of his laughter. None of these stand with 
their feet planted on the revolutions of Time, for Time 
to bear past us and away. They are all, by a subtly 
transmuting touch, lifted •into the air, to float there 
eternally while Time hastes steadily on beneath them. 
Yet, although, as book succeeds book, the breath 

• 0 
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of change is seen passing over the first inspiration 
although tyhat one may pall the poetic quality of 
Pickwick is' seen to be becoming more and more spent 
until in Dombey and Son its colours are false and its 
ring is unreal, yet it is nop till one comes to David 
Copperfield that one finds a change in full operation, 
There it is actively at work; and for an obvious 
reason. For in David Copperfield Dickens had made 
up his mind fully to unloose the autobiographic 
instinct that resides in every man. He had, in fact, 
determined to make the story of David Copperfield 
the tale of himself; so much so that he was pleased 
beyond measure when it was pointed out to him that 
the initials of David Coppierfield’s name were the 
inverted initials of his own. And consequently his 
creative faculty had to move within a limited scope. 
He was harnessed to circumstances; with all the 
restrictions that that meant. Either inadvertently, 
not knowing that it meant a cleavage from his past 
way of work, or deliberately, as the result of Criticism, 
with its cry of impossible characters, he set himself 
the task of compilation instead of creation; and 
having once put his hand to the work the habit grew 
on him, till, in Phe Mystery of Edwin Drood, the book 
he died at work on, he came to lean wholly on skill 
and secrecy of plot, so removing himself to the utmosi 
extreme froni Pickwick Papers. 
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In this very book David Copperfidd, however, his 
jtinct may be seen in revolt from the w9rk of com- 
la'tion he set himself. It is always so, nlore or less, 
the end of his work; but.here it is most marked, 
jr, as the stpry opens ^nd proceeds, David Copper- 
;ld’s personality begins to be built up and to expand, 
is the intention of the book that this should be 
>; it is, in fact, the prime cause and purpose of the 
ook; but such an intention, limited by fact and the 
rcumstance of relation, is clearly the very thing 
lost calculated to extinguish the subtle poetic 
reation that went to make Pickwick Papers so eter- 
ally fresh and rare. But the old instinct asserts 
tself; with the resulD^kat David Copper field, as a 
»ook, grows in interest as it proceeds—and grows in 
i peculiar way. David, instead of becoming more 
ind more important and personal, becomes less and 
ess so; till at last he becomes no more than was 
Nicholas Nickleby, a name-centre around which, in 
varying clusters, the real personages gather. As 
he declines the others burgeon and swell: Micawber 
becomes more truly himself; Traddles takes his true 
proportions; Uriah becomes powerful instead of 
merely mpnotonous; Dora comes into being—and 
punch is drunk, as punch nvas drunk in Pickwick. It 
is these things, and these people, that lift the book 
into evergreen memory; not the mere, narration of 
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he life of David Copperfield, who matters little 
nough, although his history purports to be the dim 
utobiography of Dickens himself. 

But such things and such people demand, clearly, 
heir own adequate atmosphere to mpve in. It is 
his that has at all times been the most stubborn 
iifficulty in the path of poetic creation. Characters 
hat are compilations of ourselves, no more than 
mitations of that life of ours that we present to the 
mtward view (which passes with the passing of the 
)utward view), can live and move in scenes that are 
;opied from daily habit. But it has always been the 
problem with the creator to create with his characters, 
vith his people who are our^f?lves and more than our¬ 
selves, being revelations of ourselves, so adequate a 
scenery for them to move in that there shall be no 
shock to the contemplation. Among the poets pure 
md true, Shakespeare, for example, pitched his 
scenery at some remote distance of time or place: 
in Venice, where Othello could find a freer play for 
his tremendous personality without striking against 
some incongruity of scene, or in ancient Britain, 
where Lear could shake the earth. With Homer and 
the Greek dramatists the necessary eleyation was 
given by the thought of War and the ritual of religious 
ceremony. Among those who wrote in prose, Bunyan 
created a whole new world; Cervantes transmuted 
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le Spanish landscape into a hew strange earth; and 
1 our own day 'Thomas Hardy has fashioned a new 
idividual province for himself, which he has named 
i^essex, and where the very,towns have been given 
lew names in order to lift them away from us. 

Dickens’ answer to this problem is particularly 
nteresting; and nowhere is it better illustrated than 
n the subtle change that so slowly passes over David 
'Jopperfield. The' nature of it can be discovered by 
first turning to one of the earlier novels, such as 
Oliver Twist, or to such a phantasy as A Christmas 
Carol. In both of these the scenery is the streets of 
London; yet though the streets are given their 
habitual names, by wJjich they can be identified, 
they are changed and altered; something has so 
transmuted them that we scarcely think of them as 
streets of London at all. It is not sufficient to say 
that the times have changed; and .that therefore 
what seems to us a transmutation might have been 
but a faithful portrayal. There is no reader of A 
Christmas Carol or Oliver Twist but must come to the 
conclusion that there never at any time was such 
a house as that in which Scrooge lived, or such streets 
as those through which he walked, or Fagin or Bill 
Sikes walked. The internal emotion is sufficient to 
indicate this. But, apart from such internal evidence, 
there is external evidence; for Thackeray’s streets 
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have nothing of that wildness or that remoteness 
from comraonplace reality. Nor is it possible to say 
that the dVeam-phantasy of the Carol is responsible 
for one, as the overdrawn, melodramatic nightmare 
horror of Oliver ‘Twist is responsible for the other. 
There is the same strangeness, the same wild and 
fantastic remoteness, aboufr the scenery of Nicholas 
Nickleby and The Old- Curiosity Shop. And the 
result is that the London Dickens has drawn has no 
relevance to the London that now is or ever was, 
save in an identity of street plan; so that those who 
talk of seeking out “ Dickens’ London ” are, in a 
manner of speaking, in search for something that can 
never be found. ..v 

In David Copperfield —in, that is to say, the book 
that brought about the change in his way of work— 
this peculiar significance of atmosphere is an interest¬ 
ing study. For it has been seen that a change passes 
over the book as it develops itself. The first decision 
to write a simple straightforward narrative, com¬ 
pilation rather than creation, never really leaves the 
book, influencing it to its conclusion; but the older 
inspiration, that made Pickwick so truly a book by 
itself, asserts itself as the narrative proce,eds, trans¬ 
figuring it. Now side by - side with this change in 
characterisation the scenic atmosphere begins to 
change also.. It is a thing difficult to define, for it 
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is a. thing that one either feds or does not feel. The 
scenery at first* is as sharp and hs definite as the green 
thcTt Betsy Trotwood guarded with suoh zeal. It 
becomes dimmer and more fantastic as the book grows 
older. 

Certainly whatever be the result in David Copper- 
field itself, the result yi the sequence of Dickens’ 
books, before and after Copperfield, is clear. It has 
already''been illustrated, in another connection, by 
comparing the first and last of the books, Pickwick 
Papers and Edwin Brood. But it may even be 
illustrated by taking the two books immediately before 
and after David Copperfield: Dombey and Son and 
Bleak House: in spit^ of the fact that the latter of 
these is better than the tormer, because the change is 
seen coming in the former, whereas it has already 
arrived in the latter. Dombey and Son is, admittedly, 
a failure among Dickens’ works; Bleak House is 
admittedly a success. Yet it is true that in the first 
we may divine the poetic creation at work, however 
much it may have failed of success; whereas in the 
latter we miss its peculiarly transmuting power, and 
are therefore constrained to admit that the success 
is of a different order, and of a lower order. The first 
is a failure, but a high f^lure; the latter is a success, 
but a lower success. And David Copperfield stands 
as a landmark between two periods — not only r 


2i6 studies and appreciations 


landmark, indeed, but actually one of the c'auses 
of the change. 

This is i\ot to say that I’hat which gave, not only 
such distinction, but such significance, to Dickens’ 
first period, vanished thereafter, never to reappear. 
A man may nev'cr deny, or abjure, his most distinctive 
self; and Dickens could never wholly write either 
such distinguished compilation as that of Thackeray 
or such strong compilation as that >of George Eliot. 
In the sure, though subtle, matter of scenic Atmos¬ 
phere, taking that for a sign of the hand at work, he 
is to be discovered to be the same throughout his 
work. His streets, his houses, and his skies, never 
become wholly those of actuality; but they become 
measurably near actuality i.T liis later work, whereas 
in his first fervour they remain immeasurably remote. 
And as his streets are so are his people also, for it is 
at the demand of his people that his streets arc 
transmuted. 

Dombey a 7 id Son is, however, interesting for another 
reason. A man’s typical failure is always illustrative 
of his special weakness; and this is even more than 
usually true in the case of Dombey and Son, by reason 
of some of the causes of its failure. As is well known, 
this was the first novel in which Dickens found his 
flowing invention failed him. He complained of it, 
in its early stages, that, as he worked at it, he could 


217 


DICKENS AND THE NOVEL 

not induce it to start itself and move forward. The 
truth was that'his early success had intoxicated him, 
and his successive tours ‘through America and the 
Continent had brought restlessness into his blood. 
That is to say, through one cause and another, his 
genius had to be compefled to do its work; and 
genius, when so compelled, may yet display qualities 
most distinctive of itself, but it will display them 
in coloufs that are false and in an emphasis out of 
proportion to the occasion. And this is just what 
happens in Dombey. 

Thus, as in Pickwick one may best find what is the 
peculiar praise of Dickens, so in Dombey one may 
discover his peculiar blemishes and restrictions. The 
colours, we see, are garfeh; and the characters, in 
attempting to achieve dignity, fail hopelessly. The 
scene between Carker and Edith Dombey, for instance, 
is melodrama unmitigated and crude; yet throughout 
it we can perceive the attempt that was not achieve¬ 
ment, by virtue of which it continues to live. The 
truth is that dignity was outside the compass of 
Dickens; and that therefore exaltation and the high 
purging ritual of tragedy was impossible to him. 
Always about the figure of Don Quixote there is an 
incomparable dignity; always over his brow there 
shines the radiance of a high exaltation; with the 
result that intermixed with our laughter at the sight 
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of him there are always‘'those rare tears that ennoble 
us. We are not only broadened by reading Cer¬ 
vantes; we are heightened. But there is littlS of 
this in Dickens; indeed, there is nothing of it. He 
not only failed in Dombey and Son to achieve dignity, 
but he failed in that attempt generally throughout 
the body of his work. For-example, in Oliver Twist 
he made a clear bid for Terror. Now Terror is ever 
one with mysticism and exaltation; Terror is only 
felt by the soul in its moments of awe and dignity; 
because in Terror it is faced by something that 
transcends the common round of its experience. 
But such a mood, such a dignity and awe, is alien 
to Dickens (or, more truly', Di<j':ens is an alien to such 
moods), and the result is that where he attempted 
Terror he achieved only Horror, which is fantastic 
and crude. 

It is this that is meant when it is said that his style 
is no style at all. When it is said that his language 
never stiffens itself into structure, it is meant that 
his characters and scenes never erect themselves into 
dignity. They are each manifestations of the same 
inability in the creator. Similarly when it is said 
that in none of his sentences is there a haunt^g music 
or mystical cadence, it is meant that his sentences tell 
out all they have to say on the page, empty their 
whole cargo on the wharf, because their author is so 
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little in correspondence with*the world beyond worlds 
that he both can and must say'all he has to say. He 
is ftever in labour to express the thing just beyond 
his reach. His difficulty is.^ rather, to avoid saying 
the thing wpll within his reach twice over. Those 
magic sentences in the world’s literature that tell us 
so much more than they say, are never his, because 
the Furthermore is for ever beyond him. Faced by 
Death^ we get the death of'Paul Dombey. He 
attempts Tragedy, and achieves Melodrama; he 
attempts Terror, and gives us Horror; he attempts 
Dignity and we have stilts; he attempts mystery 
and we receive a detective story; he attempts an 
historic revolution, «nd we have a few squalid 
characters and the trial-scene of Charles Darnay. 
And so he is always thrown back, when attempting 
to wing high, by the irrevocable concave of his 
limitations. 

It is always necessary to see a man’s blemishes 
clearly before his praise can be truly said. On the 
other hand, it is always necessary to see a man’s 
cause of praise before his blemishes can be discovered, 
for it may happen that what appear to be blemishes 
are but, the natural reverse of his virtues. With 
Dickens it was so. If he could not win his way up 
to the heights he certainly made the earth mosi 
wonderful. If when he attempted^ the mystica 
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he only achieved the fantastic, confining himself to 
the fantastic he made it so wonderfully fantastic 
that he raided the whole reSult into the realm of true 
creation. If when he attempted dignity he succeeded 
only in giving us stilts, in giving us people who 
always went through life ofi'stilts, he makes them so 
incredibly funny that h^ fills our minds with laughter. 
So, too, if in desiring Tragedy he falls into Melodrama, 
in desiring Melodrama he transmutes it mt 5 some¬ 
thing that is both rich and strange, something "blown 
upon with the breath of creation till it takes a new 
and perpetual life. 

In his earlier work up to and including David 
Copperfield, Dickens wrote books that we call Novels, 
in a poverty of e.xpression, 'out which are novels no 
more than the works of Cervantes, Rabelais, and 
Bunyan. In his later work Dickens took up the 
same pen (seeing that it was the only one he had), 
but dipped it in a different ink. He wrote Novels, 
comparable with those of Thackeray and George 
Eliot. Whether his novels are better or worse than 
those of his contemporaries is a matter of opinion. 
That is to say, the comparison exists. But in Pick- 
mck, and the books following hard upon Pickwick, 
there is no comparison, because the things are not 
alike. We treasure Don Quixote as we may treasure 
The Heart of Midlothian or One of Our Conquerors; 


DICREN$ AND THE NOVEL 221 


[iiit'we do not. compare them^ because they work in 
different mediums, Aniit is on these earlier hooks 
Dickens establishes his fame, because it is in them 
that he is most himself. • The later books very 
largely take their excollence from the wind that 
blows on them from the earlier inspiration. For in 
them, as always, Dickens created immortals. He 
always, in some degree, repeals us to ourselves in his 
characters; and therefore, as they gather round us, 
and we call each by name, we feel that the fame of 
their creator is very safe in their keeping. 
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All the great Victorians have passed from among us. 

• • 

For in no true sense of the word can Thomas Hardy 
be called a Victorian. We may sit beside him perhaps 
in a theatre to-day, and we may notice the hand 
of age on him, proclaiming him as 6ne the splendour 
of whose days fetches back to the time when Brown¬ 
ing, Meredith, Tennyson, Dickens, Thackeray, and 
George Eliot were in their height of fame. But 
a man’s tribe is a matter of ancestry, not the hazard 
of environment; and by that.infallible test Thomas 
Hardy is discovered to be an alien among those that 
we call the Victorians, recognising a certain bond 
among them that he has not. His very choice of an 
alien form is an outward symbol proclaiming the 
difference. We think of Adam Bede, David Copper- 
field, and Pendennis, and we see in each of them, 
through their individual distinctions, a certain 
common spirit uttering itself in various fashioas. 
We go on, and in the infinitely richer, more various 
work of one but lately gone from us, we sec,the same 
spirit articulating itself in Evan Harrington and 
Harry Richmond. But there the semblance arrests 
itself; and by that token we may know the Victorian 
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age is finally closed and comJ)leted, awaiting yet the 
final summary of its achievement. 

One by one, then, the great names of that age are 
stepping to the arresting challenge of their centen¬ 
aries ; and among them, William Makepeace Thackeray 
is the first of the novelists who has to undergo this 
exacting ordeal. In a certain sense it would be just 
to say that the age was chiefly characterised by the 
special glory of t^e Novel, in spite of the fact that 
the names of Tennyson, Browning, and, remotely, 
Francis Thompson are to be included in it. Yet it 
must be remembered that the first two of these 
names in poetry themselves gave witness to the 
priority of the Novel so the fact that they obviously 
shaped much of their po'etry having the Novel in 
mind. It is difficult to imagine fhe Ring and the 
Book or Maud being written in any other age but 
one chiefly addicted to the Novel. Yet in the very 
matter of form the Novel is again distinctive, and for 
a wholly different reason. It may be safely said, for 
instance, that such novels as Vanity Fair, Pendennis, 
and The Newcomes have been seen for the last time. 
To this result Thomas Hardy has contributed as 
much as ^any. Strictly, it may be true that the 
Novel derives primarily from Bunyan and Cervantes 
in final indebtedness, but actually Dickens and 
Thackeray, as the chief makers of th,e nineteenth- 
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century Novel, reach back through Scott no futther 
than Richardson, Fielding, and Smollett. From 
them the inspiration came, and from them came, too, 
the rambling, formless fashion of the final result. 
But now the mystic word Architectonic has been 
breathed over a disordered, yet somewhat splendid, 
chaos; and so the parts ’have begun actively to 
arrange and fashion themselves, and a final, well- 
ordered, and, it is to be hoped, not too ’exclusive 
a cosmos has begun to loom ahead for the Novel, 
Novelists have already begun to speak, with an 
adequately bated breath, of “ mastering the medium,” 
and with that word we may see at once how far we 
have travelled since Thackcra;/ and Vanity Fair. 

Thus, save for one triumphant exception, it 
happens that in celebrating Thackeray’s Centenary 
we are also taking our leave of him as a Novelist, 
That does not seem to say, necessarily, that there 
shall be no more novels as long as Vanity Fair or 
Pendennis: it means, rather, that however lengthy 
novels may be, it shall be required of them that they 
shall proceed with the matter they have undertaken 
to tell, and that if their author is possessed of the 
very legitimate desire to tell us the thoughts touching 
the weighty things of Life that his matter has awoken 
in him, he shall convey them preferably in the colour 
and happenings of his narrative, or at least cause 
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then*'materially to explain aftd progress the business 
in hand. In this it is sometimes difficvjlt to keep 
pattence with Thackeray. His prolixity *is not the 
fault of an abundant narratiye: it‘is rather the fault 
of the showman (and, it must be confessed, too often 
the impertinent showman), who mingles with his 
characters, not to laugh with them or weep with 
them, but chuckle unhappily at them, with sidelong 
glance, or sneer ojienly at them to their faces. Nothing 
can be imagined more calculated to irritate the mind 
than this. We can abide the voice in our ear that 
excitedly explains the course of the action to us. We 
can even tolerate the showman who seeks to aid our 
sense of illusion — as* moral reflections and subtle 
expositions and diagnoses* may well do. But such 
a showman as this but excites our impatience and 
stirs our distaste, because he, even he whose business 
it is to throw a glamour of desirable illusion about us, 
is also in league against us to destroy it by his 
cynicism. 

This faculty was ever prevalent in Thackeray’s 
wo{k. It has been said that in none of his novels 
is there a character for whom we are not some¬ 
times stirred to contempt, Harry Esmond (his 
creator himself said it) is not a little of a prig; 
Beatrix, Esmond in his most dignified and most 
manly of moments turned away fronj himself, as 
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heartless and vapid fdr all her brilliance of charm- 
Major Pendennis is of the world worldly, and empty 
at that; 'even Colonel Newcome only holds us Com¬ 
pletely at the motnent pf his death. To say that the 
fault of this lay with Thackeray himself will seem 
to be like announcing the obvious, since it was he 
who made them. But the statement is true in a 
subtler way than appears to be the case at first flush. 
For if ever one of his characters seefned by any chance 
to be shaping for the noble, at once the showman 
would step forward and seek to make him or her 
appear lugubrious by some or other unhappy sug¬ 
gestion of mixed motives. This was so when 
Thackeray was engaged depicting the gay and heroic. 
When, therefore, he turned to a show of Life that 
was in itself of questionable repute, the result was to ' 
immerse the reading mind in an odour and flavour 
of things that it turned from in distaste. After a 
continuous and lengthy reading of Vanity Fair, a 
fierce south-westerly gale on hill-tops, or a crystal 
frost, or pine woods in spring when young buds are 
awake, are required to purge and clarify the ipind 
again. There is nothing impure in Life or on Earth 
save the minds of men; and therefore we feel that it is 
Thackeray chiefly who is responsible for our distaste, 
and not Life. That is to say, he has not dealt 
honestly with Life, with his own soul, or by us. 
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The lamentable pity of all* this is that through all 
his work we are perpetually haunted by a ^ensc of his 
genius. Few could be so lugubrious on occasion as he; 
yet, even when most lost to a srtise of fitness and 
dignity, through his faults there flash continually on 
us strange lights in revelation of his genius. It is 
declared that as he wrote the famous chapter in 
Vanity Fair where Rawjdon Crawley discovers 
Becky’s. faithless’ttess, the ejaculation broke from 
him, “ Genius by God! ” Who can help but approve 
the cause of his exclamation or fail to think of many 
other marked instances that could supply a cause 
not less sufficient ? But the fact is, that even when 
we are least positive oithe genius, we are most certain 
that we could not* affirih its absence. It is this 
elusive charm about him that binds us to him even 
when we are most dissuaded by his unhealthy side¬ 
long glance at Life. Where, for example, can one 
discover a more delicate balance of style, a purer 
charm of expression, than his.? Even when he left 
it most unchastened one can always divine the inner 
bejuty beyond the excrescences. Where shall one 
know a more adequate or more natural conveyance 
of dialogue ? Or where may we seek to find a more 
restrained dignity of deportment in his characters 
when occasion requires it? Take the scene already 
mentioned where Colonel Crawlev finds Lord Stevne 
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with Becky, with, by w^ of instance, such a strangely 
contained and riveting seiitence as, ‘‘ And he struck 
the peer ttvice over the face with his open hand,’and 
flung him bleeding to the ground.” Take Esmond’s 
repudiation of his Jacobite faith, his breaking of his 
Jacobite sword, before the face of the last Jacobite 
libertine, in Henry Esmond. Or the justly famous 
death of Colonel Newcome, with the wonderful last 
paragraph beginning “ At the usual evening-hour the 
chapel bell began to toll.” Their strength is in their 
restraint. Comparisons are invidious, but one is 
puzzled to think what Dickens would have made of 
such scenes. 

What, then, is the cause ofwthis dissatisfaction he 
so often stirs in us? Some have said that he is a 
cynic: others, that he is a sentimentalist. Is it 
possible to discover the central thing in him that 
shall explain these several, and seemingly contrarious, 
impressions his work leaves on various minds ? For 
one thing, it should never be forgotten the manner 
of man he was. Objective art or subjective art, no 
man can write other than the things that are in him, 
and no man can help but write out the things that 
are in him. Thackeray was no exception to this. 
Firstly he was an Englishman; and, except for the 
fact that there was very little of the Falstaff in him, 
he might fitly be called a very typical Englishman. 
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That is to say„all those noble impulsions that go to 
make the very loftiest art»he was not onlj^ afraid of, 
he was half ashamed of them. Art is compact of 
nothing so much as the grand passions of the soul; 
and when tlwse came upon Thackeray, he cast his 
eye hurriedly right and left to see what others thought 
of the figure he was cutting. He never knew any¬ 
thing of the grand abandon’of the soul on fire. As 
has been said, he was afraid and ashamed of the 
divine fury the things he handled would awake in 
him: he sought refuge from it; and he found his 
refuge in only three possible retreats. Either he 
took refuge in a punctilious and meticulous rectitude: 
when he became a png. ,Or he found shelter in a 
half-faltering scepticism at the expense of the 
genuineness of the passion awakened: when he 
promptly took shape as a cynic. Or he sought to 
baulk the passion of its urgency by turning half of it 
astray, and letting the lesser half of the stream filter 
maudlin-fashion down his page: when at once he 
was a sentimentalist. 

Now, at one time or another, Thackeray is all of 
these things. Nothing can better test such a type 
of man than to give him Poetry to write or read. 
A blushing face, a smirking smile, and a stammering 
demeanour are the inevitable result: and the more 
genuine and potent the emotions stirred in him hy 
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its appeal, the more marked and inevitable are these 
characteristics. And so it- is with Thackeray, "^ake 
this verse he gives to his jeames for the expression 
of his love— i 

" When moonlike me the hazure stas, 

In soft efiulgence swells, 

When silver jews and balmy breeze 
Bend down_the Lily’s bells; 

When calm and deep, the uosy sleap 
Has lapt your soul in dreams, 

R Hangeline! R lady mine! 

Dost thou remember Jeames ? ” 

How extraordinary it is! He cannot deny himself 
the impulsion to loveliness and beauty; but it suffuses 
him with blushes, and so jte endeavours to turn it to 
burlesque. It is said of him that he ever blushed 
furiously as he penned his love-scenes. That can very 
well be believed. Probably he imagined himself being 
watched by some fellow-member of the Garrick Club, 
The effect of this was all the more marked since he 
was possessed of so extraordinarily receptive a mind. 
There were few things that passed him that passed 
unpcrceived by him; and what he perceived, he 
analysed, criticised, and retained. Had he only 
possessed the god-like faculty of absolute abandon 
there is no telling what he* might not have achieved. 
But this demands the instinct of faith and a healthy 
life. The man who said, “ My vanity would be to 
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go dirough life as a gentleman’, as a Major Pendennis,” 
was obviously debarred fi;om it. Not thqt he meant 
wh’at he said, though it is evident that he mhant a good 
deal of it. But that he shotjld ha^-e said it was quite 
sufficient: fqrtherebyhe sought to deny the best in him. 

Yet this very faculty, while it leads to the faults 
that have already been noticed, leads also to his 
one supreme excellence. Truly speaking, the more 
restrained he is, the more supreme he is. The 
avoidance of abandon that led to his cynicism, his 
desire for satire and caricature, his sentimentalism, 
his priggishness, led also, when instinct gjuided him 
aright, to the strength of restraint. In all the 
passages from his woi 4 cs that outstand as the memory’s 
great landmarks, this is the virtue that characterises 
them all. And when he elected, not only to restrain 
his characters and his manner of narration, but also 
to restrain himself by the severe ordeal of subduing 
his hand and mind to the autobiographic narration 
of one of his own creations, why, then he mounted 
to his one perfect flower of achievement in Henry 
Esmond, and the wholly different, yet not less success¬ 
ful, Barry Lyndon. In both of them the showman 
is dismhsed, and in the first of them at least the style 
has a certain grace of expression not to be outdone 
in or out of his work. Some have said that the 
affinity between the styles of the eighteenth and 
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nineteenth centuries wSs proved in the fact that 
when Thac^feray desired to achieve the earlier manner 
it was onl/ necessary for him to chasten slightly liis 
ordinary style, and makp such slight conversational 
alterations as, for example^ ’tis ” for “it’s.” But 
this is not wholly so. The chastening of the style was 
due to the necessity of personal restraint. And, for 
the rest, he himself in life.and spirit was always more 
attuned to the eighteenth century than to his awn age. 

Of his life we do not know much. Wisely, perhaps, 
he ordained that there should be no official biography 
of him. The completest hints we have vet had arc 
to be found in the biographical introductions his 
daughter has supplied to the centenary edition. 
Yet these are written with*what is, perhaps, a justi¬ 
fiably pious grace, rather than with a desire to let the 
utmost be known. From these, however, and from 
the friendly biographies already printed, a very 
accurate impression of the man and his life can be 
gathered. And it is even such a man, and even such 
a life, as one would have expected. It is almost the 
typical life of a man in the eighteenth century. tA 
haunter of taverns and clubs, he might have been the 
associate of Steele and Addison rather than a liver 
in the nineteenth century. . Thus it was that when 
he came to write Henry Esmond he had only to 
depict his own desires and emotions to achieve a 
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perfect verisimilitude. Yet k left its brand. Nature 
never blew through the eighteenth century: Nature 
never blew through Thackeray’s life: Nature never 
blows through Thackeray’s ^novels. They are of the 
town, towny; and a little stuffy withal. 

There is always, therefore,^ a feeling of tragedy in 
reading the work which is his testimony for after¬ 
times. Unlikerother workers in the Novel he is never 
sincerely himself just because he is always afraid of 
himself. There is power everywhere: but it is a 
power he is not willing to trust. There are always 
hints of beauty, in pure essence and in the delicate 
cadence of his style: but it is a beauty that makes 
him flush sensitivelv^ and we are too often compelled 
to see it through cynicisfti or sentimentality, neither 
of which things belonged to his essential self. He 
paid the price of the Artist who was not content to be 
all Artist in the faith of the truth and ultimate value 
of his Art. He not only traded with the other camp 
he preferred to be considered of the other camp 
Therefore, the power that was his went astray ii 
the clouds that obscured its strength. Yet it win 
through nevertheless; and it is impossible to reai 
any portion of him without realising that here, if evei 
was a man of genius, if he had only been conten 
absolutelyand fearlessly to trust that genius,andto dai 
It in the face of proprieties and smug conventionalitie 
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In spite of Mr. Shaw’s eulogy in the introduction to 
Major Barharay the works of Samuel Butler have still 
to receive that attention they deserve. We can 
scarcely imagine a Booklover worthy''the name that 
does not hold in affectionate memory such books as 
his posthumous novel, The Way of All Flesh, or those 
two subtle and cutting satires Erewhon and Erewhon 
Revisited. To call Butler a refreshing genius would 
perhaps be to err. Refreshing he certainly was— 
though refreshing as a plunge hi a frosty stream is 
refreshing, stripping much'of sentimental nonsense 
out of one. But Butler’s own philosophy obviates 
the use of the word genius. Yet if it be genius to see 
circumstances from a totally new standpoint; to 
throw new sharp crosslights that call into quick 
question much that custom in its lethargic way 
stoutly adheres to: if this be genius, then Butler 
was unquestionably a genius. He wrote, of coursi, 
much more than merely the three books already 
named. Indeed, his works wind out to a sufficiently 
lengthy list. But it is by the three named that he 
stands or falls; for they are not only far and away 
his best, but they comprise all his genuinely creative 

2U 
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work. They are books pr9perly so called. His 
other works are more or Jess journeyman literature— 
uncreative, transient. Nevertheless, they all enshrine 
his particular philosophy. , Carlyle, with colour and 
eloquence,. aided by pjticommon sagacity, waged 
mighty war on the world of Jiumbug. Butler laughs 
at it. Sometimes his laughter comes near to being 
a withering Scorn; but generally it is free of those 
bitter’elements that bring him down to the measure 
of the things he mocks at. Generally he is above 
them, and his laughter is broad and free, sly at timet 
if you will, exquisitely subtle and too^ remote foj 
mere mirth at others, but perishing and deadly 
always. His was ^ surer way of exposing sham; 
than was Carlyle’s; witlial, it was more cruel. Ye 
even Butler, despite his subtle and keen weapon 
was not always able to pierce between things tha 
differ. In other words, he was wont sometimes t 
make mirth of things that were far from sham; 
Carlyle’s method of general denunciation left hit 
clear of so particular a charge. 

• To the methods of satire all pretensions are lawf 
prey. Nor is it always possible to distinguish betwec 
pretensions that are justified and pretensions th 
are unjustified. Hence satire is apt to upcall son 
indignation that is meet and just, and the prop 
objects of its criticism know well how to escape in t 
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confusion so caused. ^c 5 it is with Butler. Preter¬ 
natural and supernatural ar^ all of a piece to him too 
frequently;' though often he flashes out a thought, 
such as his insisteiice of,the wisdom of instinct as 
against mere reason, that lets, us know he is not blind 
to the differences of the things he satirises. This 
confusion in Butler becomes cbnfusion twice-confused 
in his disciple Mr. Shaw—for Mr. Shatt has avowed 
himself as in some measure a disciple. The high and 
mighty pretensions of the would-be romantic lover 
is anathema to Butler, but he does not ruthlessly 
sweep away; all romance in love as does Mr. Shaw. 
In contradistinction to Mr. Shaw’s attitude of im¬ 
patient exclusion, Butler hangs aldof in wide tolerance, 
waiting to see the slightest display of unreality and 
pose; and then, but only then, out comes his laughter, 
playing above his subjects like summer lightning. 
He may perhaps mistake reality for unreality, sin¬ 
cerity for humbug. He sometimes does, but at least 
his intention is to divide between false and true. At 
his best Butler is inimitable. Not so cutting nor so 
broad, in the worst sense, as Swift, he has more sap 
and kindliness in him. He is even more original, and 
therefore more creative, than Swift, though Jic has 
by no means the brilliance of Swift. Who, in that 
great book The Way of All Flesh, has not been struck 
by his handling of the relationship between Ernest 
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Pohtifex and his father ? Ernest was his father’s son. 
It was the irony of nature, for this was fhe sole per¬ 
functory tie between them. There was' no kinship 
between them; and neither^could,’ by any conceivable 
■ force, have^ managed to ^love the other. Therefore, 
Butler refuses to recognise any tie or any obligation 
existing between them. How perfectly refreshing 
and free of al^'cant this is! Ernest himself did not 
sec tLis at first" and until he did see it he and his 
father continued to cause each other untold misery. 
He was rather more his mother’s son, and Butler 
recognises more of obligation existing there. But 
only in a lesser degree; that is, only in so far as any 
real kinship existed: 

The Way of All Flesh'is a great book; and in itt 
genuine portrayal of real life lies the cause of itt 
greatness. The two Erewhons are not so mighty, bus 
they are even more original. To the latter of then 
Butler prefixes a quotation from the Iliad, whici 
he translates thus— 

" Him do I hate even as I hate Hell-fire, 

, Who says one thing, and hides another in his heart.” 

It is his purpose to smite this hypocrisy, and he doe 
so by showing us a world of Topsy-Turveydom. I: 
Erewhon nothing is as it is here. Moral defects ar 
as illness with us, to be duly confessed, as a mer 
matter for the practitioner, who is called a Straightenei 
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Misfortune and illness^ however, are deadly critaes. 
In an embezzlement, for instance, he whom we call 
a culprit is'condoled with, and puts his case into fhe 
Straightener’s hands for treatment; whereas the 
victim is abhorred and put straight inw prison as* 
a criminal. Poverty, smallpox, and phthisis were 
enormous crimes against the community, and were 
to be punished by terms, of severe hnprisonment or 
by death. The Erewhonians had nd religion, ’They 
gave perfunctory attendance to Musical Banks, how¬ 
ever; the coinage of which was absolutely valueless, 
though, of course, much displayed. The cashiers of 
these were'“ sinister-looking persons in black gowns ”! 
Their injunctions were paid great heed to while the 
devotees (chiefly women, fol the men seldom attended, 
though they were careful to join) were at the Banks. 
When they left, however, they followed the wholly 
different and contrary cult of Idgrun —a specious 
anagram for Grundy. 

It is all delightful, and no less salutary. He 
escapes, at length, from Erewhon, with Arowhena, 
with whom he has fallen in love, in a balloon that |)e 
has made to his specifications for experimentation. 
Nevertheless, he longs to return to Erewhon, for it 
fascinated him, and, after tt^enty years, on tlie death 
of Arowhena, he does so. Now, however, to his 
horror, he finds himself worshipped by the whole 
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coHiitry as the Sunchild! The Musical Banks and 
Universities have taken him up. His balloon is 

I ' 

transformed into a flaming chariot, and’four storks 

that were very inquisitive over his*ascent have become 

four black and white horses sent by his father, the 
♦ • ^ ^ 

Sun, to escort him back thither! Temples are erected 
to him everywhere, his. manner of clothing adopted, 
and the twojsen that giye themselves over to the 
exposition of his Sayings, most of which he fails to 
recognise, are Professors Hanky and Panky! In 
Emhon Rmsitd there is at times a sadness most 
impressive that appears nowhere else in Butler’s 
work. It is not so great as its predecessor, but it is 
warmer. The two lof them, with fhe Way of All 
Fid, have yet to bring Samuel Butler into his own. 
But they will do so, nevertheless, for Butler’s name 
belongs to English literature. 
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So sure is the present mind that we are on the eve,- 
nay, already in the first flush of Dawn, of a great 
awakening in Drama, that it is well nigh to venture 
a platitude to refer to it.. By this is xiieant, not that 
Drama shall be given more heed to by the^people, 
which indeed might well be difficult of achievement 
if the attendance at all that now boasts itself under 
the wide name of Drama be remembered, but rather 
that Drama shall wear a new inspiration on its brow; 
that it shall cease to deck itself in tawdry and ribbons 
of a day outworn, but shall be vestured in a clean 
sweet raiment but lately off the loom of inspiration, 
And this seems to make the present moment of 
peculiar interest in the light of the immediate past 
As one turns back, as far as one may legitimate!) 
turn back in a single review, two influences seem t( 
stand out as pre-eminently full of disaster for th 
English stage, These two influences, while in som 
sense influences that sought only their expression i' 
personalities, are better discovere^d and examine' 
in the personalities who were their chief e*xponent 
and so their chief inspirers. These are Sir Henr 
Irving and Mr. George Bernard Shaw. 

340 
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great is the average Englishman’s love of great 
names and picturesque personalities that‘it will seem 
a little ungracious to speak of Sir Henry Irving in 
this connection. And, indeed, it is largely this very 
'thing that ^enables a njan, if he have sufficiently 
large a personality, not only to arrest and atrophy 
the legitimate because’ vital development of the 
movement h^ represents,' but also to start and 
establish a tradition to that effect, with irreparable 
results. The very measure of his personal success 
becomes the very measure of the failure of his cause 
—or rather, the cause that should be his, ^ If in the 
intensity of his effort he fuse himself into the move¬ 
ment of his large unselfish love, then the cause will 
be swelled out and enriched by just so much as he 
himself is in might and stature. But if he tower 
above his work idiosyncratically, then he must 
increase, but the movement he represents will be 
everlastingly the poorer. The ethics of this, though 
fascinating enough, are not the present business. 
It now only suffices to say that the truer artist is he, 
who, when he comes as the herald of a new thing and 
; finds this new thing expanding above him, can say, 
“ It must increa^, and I must decrease,” and be 
content at that. 

An exceUent test of this is afforded. If an artist 

8 enriched and ennobled his art, then his art will 
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in turn ensure his nanK and enshrine his personality. 

But if an artist has enfeefeled and vitiated his art 

• • 

by the development of his idiosyncratic personality, 
then he must ensure hims^clf, and by only one method. 
By the establishment of institutions and traditions.* 
And therein lies his far-reaching effect of evil. For 
these institutions and traditions, even if they fail to 
perpetuate his name, nevertheless continue to vitiate 
the art of his profession, because it is the finst law 
of their being to do so. 

Of such institutions Sir Henry Irving established 
three tha,t were noteworthy, though he did not 
originate them all. They were, Actor-managership, 
Single-part Plays, and Panoramic Scenery: each of 
which insidiously corrupted certain portions of 
Drama that were vital to its well-being; all of which 
have waxed more and more potent since the day of 
their establishment, until at this present moment, 
in that portion of Drama that may fitly be termed 
the Theatre of Commerce, they in their triune omni¬ 
potence have usurped the place of, and cast out the 
person of, authentic Drama. 

I imagine were one to seek a definition of Drama 
that represented the general finding of thought, and 
yet contained the irreducible minimum of the opinion 
of all, it would shape itself in something of this 
fashion: A conflict of vital characters, either among 
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themselves primarily, or am»ng themselves second¬ 
arily and with an external society primarily, inter¬ 
preted by actors for the benefit of an audience. This 
does not enter into the general metaphysic of Drama, 
’but assumes to bd whjt all drama aims at being. 
Nor does it touch upon the-mere empiric of Drama 
in questions of ideal fulfilment in fit representation. 

It merely s^s^: excellen*t drama is an excellent 
fulfilment of these conditions; poor drama is a poor 
fulfilment of these conditions. 

Now, this being so, the part that accessories have 
to play is set out with a sure and inevitable hand. 
And, moreover, what are accessories is discovered 
with equal swiftness as being all those adjuncts that 
lie outside the borders of the definition. This is to . 
say, all that lies outside the borders of the definition 
is only of value in so far as it aids the interpretation 
of all that lies within; and then only within the 
severe limits of apt function; that is, never being 
permitted to exceed to such an extent that it in¬ 
trudes and attracts attention to itself. Otherwise the 
action will most inevitably be encumbered in its - 
movement; or may possibly even be strangled to 
extinction. All this may sound ruthlessly dogmatic. 
But purporting to be the irreducible minimum, it is 
only dogmatic as first principles are dogmatic. 

In the light of this it will be profitable to examine 
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the three institutions ^referred to that Sir Henry 
Irving exemplified most fully in his practice, and 
which he established so surely that to this day they 
remain supremp in the vgst majority of our drama. 
It will be well to start with ,ihe midmost, that is to * 
say, the matter of Single-part Plays. 

In the heyday of Irving’s success the ardent play¬ 
goer did not pay pilgrimage to the Lyceum to see the 
drama Faust: he went to see Sir Henry Irvapg as 
Mephistopheles in a play whose title chanced to be 
Faust, but might well have been Misalliance for all 
that it mattered to him. How far Shakespeare was 
concerned in Henry Fill, did not concern him, and 
properly so; but whether or not' it was a good play 
equally well did not concern him, and improperly so. 
But that Sir Henry acted as Cardinal Wolsey in such 
a play was to him all and in all. The Man’s the 
thing wherein to catch the reason of the Play, seemed 
a fitting maxim for such a mood. Indeed, so ardent 
was this movement that it mattered little to the 
appreciative audience that Cardinal Wolsey was but 
little likely to have his gait, speech, and manner vil^l 
and quivering with the mannerisms of a man born 
some few centuries after his decease, unsubdued and 
unrestrained. And so has this tradition grown that 
we may at any moment find an actor, happening 
by chance not to have a play before the footlights. 
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compelling equally large and* appreciative audiences 
at; the variety theatre by repeating either plaintive 
or bombastic rhetoric before them! 

The bearing of this orv the definition we have 
' accepted is; obvious. How there can be any conflict 
of characters in an arrangement where one is under* 
scored to vast predominance while all the rest are 
graciously afld ^fittingly grouped round it, fails to 
appear. How there can be any clash of personalities 
(at least, that is to say, of such sufficient import as 
to draw a considerable number of people together 
in one place to view it) when one personality stalks 
highly and mightily through a host of comparative 
dwarfs, is another perplexity. The very basis of 
Drama is cut at. So much so that the mind pictures • 
the actor declaring verse with fitting gesture before 
a music-hall audience as one who has boldly and 
fearlessly advanced to the logical conclusion of the 
movement. 

This means two things. It means the debasing 
of pure emotion, which implies conflict, into weak 
sentiment, which implies maudlin opposition: a 
subject demanding subsequent and more detailed 
treatment. It means, too, that, since colour has 
been washed out of the’vitality of character in this 
way, other and more adventitious aids must be 
' employed to introduce colour. One such aid would be 
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furious movement and'excitable by-play. Another 
leads us to tjle third of Sir Henry Irving’s institution^, 
that of Panoramic Scenery. 

It is inevitable that where panoramic scenery holds 
the boards strong acting must be dispensed with. 
In a recent and famous Tepresentation, for instance, 
of The Merchant of Venice, the first act was but 
simply staged in comparison to the t)thers. The 
result was that the articulation of the words- was 
clear, the gestures simple, the acting vibrant and 
strong. The whole act lives in one’s memory as 
powerful. Jn a later scene the Ghetto was depicted 
with prodigal and elaborate scenic effect. The result 
was inevitable: for the acting was confused, strained, 

■ and turbulent; it was only when darkness fell over 
the scene, to blot out the nuisance of details, that 
anything like strength in acting was recovered. The 
scene lives chiefly in one’s memory by virtue of a 
certain curious rippling of water cleverly contrived 
in a far-distant canal. And that this was all that 
concerned one’s neighbours was unfortunately too 
patent. They were not to blame: for the miryd 
refuses to contain two strong things at one time; 
and certainly it justly refuses to give predominance 
to acting when sumptuous'and elaborate scenery 
demands primary attention by sheer magnificence. 
Thus an accessory, something clearly without the ‘ 
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bounds of our definition, s^ajnething having nothing 
to do with Drama pur^ and simple, has thrust aside 
the conflict of characters and assumed priority of 
importance. 

• Nor is this all. For panoramic scenery has brought 
other evils in its train, two of which, at least, are 
vitally important. Talce, for instance. Construction! 
Modern drama"* has decreed that for a three hours’ 
enterjainment *three or four changes of scene only 
are permissible. More may be accepted, but will 
be looked askance at; less will be welcomed. In 
other words, a subsidiary movement shall at least 
last a whole hour without change of scene! In such 
a crude massing ’of movements what subtlety of 
construction can there be ? And the pity of pities is^ 
since construction of all others is the subtlest equip¬ 
ment of the dramatist. To write a whole play in one 
act, lasting an hour, is one thing: it is its own art, 
and has its own governing rules of beauty. But to 
write a play sufiiciently lengthy to last three hours, 
and to compress it into three movements, is deliber¬ 
ately to forego some of the deftest adjustments of 
scene and psychology. But the difficulty of moving 
elaborate scenery many times in the time allotted 
has decided that it shall be so compressed. 

Or take the question of Atmosphere! For a man 
• in modern attire to step into a sumptuous mqdern 
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drawing-room and indulge in soliloquy strikes ‘un¬ 
naturally, for all that we havf all known it done, and, 
may be, under powerful stress of emotion, have done 
it ourselves. Yet most dramatists posse$s a secret 
love for soliloquy, and lan^ent its elimination from * 
drama. And they are .right. For soliloquy is an 
unfurling of soul, which unfurling is the main business 
of drama. Conflict has awoken it; *but the conflict 
need not be afoot at that moment. Much actjon is 
born in reflection; but modem drama does not allow 
for reflection. And surely it is more proper for a 
man to unfurl his soul in loneliness, than for him to 
do so in dialogue with his mortal foe! But for a man 
to stand in some perfectly sirnple scene with no 
, atmosphere save such as he himself shall create, and 
then to indulge in soliloquy, what impropriety or 
unfitness is there in that ? It is his words we hang 
on then, and they bring their own laws. In other 
words, Drama is creating its own conditions, and not 
having its conditions ruled out for it by accessory 
causes. 

The same applies, for example, to such scenes qs 
the last in Hamlet. This is objected to as a shambles. 
But would it be objected to as a shambles if the 
scenery was so simple, subtle, and remote of sugges¬ 
tion that the audience were induced to see men as 
godg contending rather than men as courtiers wrang- • 
/ • 
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liflg ? Indeed, the fact that p much of Shakespeare 
strikes one as violent when set in modern conditions 
is the severest indictment of modern’ conditions. 
They would not be violent if seen in the conditions 
for which they were written, and acted with vibrant 
simplicity and loftiness.^ 

In fact, it is becau^ of the elemental conditions 
of its settiiTg that Shakespeare’s drama is so vital; 
andht is becadse of these institutions that the type 
of drama under review now has been bled of all 
vitality. They have destroyed the only conditions 
under which pure emotion, and pure emotion in 
conflict, could exist; with the inevitable result that 
where emotion onCb reigned, sentimentality and froth 
are in querulous possessi&n. Where great words (the 
basis of drama) once meant mighty emotion, they 
now too often mean only bombast. Nor could these 
two institutions referred to possibly have been main¬ 
tained had it not been for Actor-managership. The 
native vitality of Drama, the most vital of all art- 
forms, would have burst them off had it not been 
for this incubus. The actor-manager decrees, and 
has the power to decree, that any-, play he accepts 
shall provide him with one noteworthy part, and that 
it shah* be massed in construction. 

' I may be forgiven perhaps for comrpenting that, since the above 
was written, I have worked this matter out with some attempt at care 
and fullness in my ShaHespeart; A Study. 
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At this juncture Mr.,Shaw came along—he belilg, 
in Mr. Arnold Bennett’s elegant phrase, “ The symbol 
of the whole shindy.” In so far as Mr. Shaw des¬ 
troyed the baneful ififluences that prevailed in Drama 
all about him he did doughty service indeed. Yet • 
he did it in a curious way,. For the baneful influences 
had resulted in turning the half of emotion out of 
character, leaving weak . sentiment^lis,m; so Mr. 
Shaw turned the other half out, leaving arid ihtel- 
lectualism. Which was lamentable; for it so happens 
that emotion in character is vitality in character. 
Character is the potentiality of emotion. Such 
emotion cah ohly be directed into the sphere of 
practical operations through th6 agency of mind. 

If this mind be cultured arid refined we speak of it 
as intellect. If it be not cultured we are content to 
speak of it merely as mind. But the important fact 
is that the point of collision in the impact between 
emotion and emotion is mind. Even in swordplay 
and fisticuffs it is so; but most manifestly is it so 
in that type of alert conflict with which drama has 
to do. So while mind seems to contend against 
mind, in reality it is not so; it is truly that emotion 
contends against emotion through the agency of 
mind. 

That the point of conflict should be mind is im¬ 
portant; but may well be over-important. It is ■ 
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intportant as serving to show that the higher the mind 
the sharper the conflict. It may well be over- 
important when the author’s bodiless • intelligence 
in one utterance comes into conflict with the author’s 
" characterless intelligence in another utterance; when, 
in fact, one point of view opposes another point of 
view to maintain the semblance of a conflict, while 
character, tlje b6dy of emcttion, is everywhere lacking. 
In such a case the agencies of conflict are there indeed, 
and it may be in vivid and witful oppugnancy; but 
they are directing into the field of combat nothing 
but themselves. No emotion and characters appear 
there; only wit and titles. It is not conflict, but 
oppugnancy. It rAay be very entertaining; but can 
scarcely be called great Drama. 

For example, two of the most influential emotions^ 
in mankind, the two most primal and potent, the two 
that recur most persistently in History and absorb 
Art, are perhaps Religion and Love. Not theology 
and erotic standards, which are their appearance in 
intellect after the impact of action; but the native 
emotions . of Religion and Love. An important 
distinction appears here. For mind directed them 
into operation in the sphere of will; but mind also 
codified its experience ;n the sphere of intelligence. 

Now it so happens that in one of Mr. Shaw’s best 
» plays its chief character professes to be.actuated by 
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these two very emotioji*. Major Barbara proteges 
to be swayed and ruled in the primary actions of her 
life by the forceful and unanswerable dictates of these 
two pure vitalities’of character. And not only so. 
She professes to be their slave in their most illogical • 
imperativeness. For Cusins’ her betrothed (I was 
almost about to say “ lover,’' except that that word 
strikes so preposterously across the f 3 cts/)f his course 
of action), is so wholly removed, both by social taste 
and by personal disposition, from Barbara’s manner 
of life, seeming almost in some sense an adventurer, 
that to have chosen him fof a life partner betokens 
in her an ittfatfiation indeed. So for a young lady of 
society to take up with religious Zealotry is scarcely 
the most common of experiences; but for such a lady 
*to join the Salvation Army as an intense and active 
street propagandist, maintaining meanwhile her 
society life, is surely an uncommon case of religious 
fervour. These things are, however, the postulates 
of the play. But where does Barbara, in the action 
of the play, manifest either lover-like or any religious 
emotion? In other words, where does she demon- 
strate these to be the vital characteristics of a vital 
person? Who seeing her with Cusins would hazard 
any so wild and desperate a proposal as that she loved 
him ? Who seeing her play the Major would imagine 
that Salvatjonism, let alone Christianity, had ever 
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touched emotion or zeal in Ilej ? Where does vitality 
swell out her part ? Th^ play is, of course, fascinating 
and arresting (it is by Mr. Shaw), but Barbara is no 
more than a postulate in a theme to be worked out. 

' Yet this is not Drama; it,is an argument fascinatingly 
conducted. , 

So with Man and Superman. John Tanner pro¬ 
tests at the«conclusion that he does indeed love Ann. 
We \yould like Very much to believe him; but after 
all is said and done there seems very little reason why 
he should marry Ann rather than Ann’s mother. 
The chase after him was all very exciting; neverthe¬ 
less Ann herself is not very convinciAg. ' Ann is not 
Ann; Tanner is no*t Tanner (that is to say, they have 
not vital personalities Behind their names to ring 
conviction on their actions); Ann and Tanner are 
rather postulates in the argument that Man cannot 
be Superman because he is for ever enmeshed in the 
nets of sex. It is another argument fascinatingly 
conducted under the conditions of Farce. But this 
is not vitality; this is ingenuity. Men and women 
jdo not contend in stressful action, striving for master 
in forceful will power; but conception oppugns con¬ 
ception, accepting as their law an end foreseen and 
aimed at. If it be Drama, then it is only Drama in 
a subsidiary sense. 

Indeed, Mr. Shaw is trying to impose t^e conditions 
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of a new witful and injtdlectual Farce on the higher 
business of great Drama. 

The end of all this could have been foreseen. For 
even as in Man and Superman the third act is in a 
sense the goal of the play^ so Getting Married and ‘ 
Misalliance are the logical bent and intention of 
Mr. Shaw’s development, in his earlier plays he 
preserved the pretence of action where the first 
rational cause of all action was lacking, vitality of 
character. The intellectual postulates went through 
all the semblance of potential and personal relation¬ 
ship; but the conditions were too full of unreality; 
they were annbying not less to their maker than to 
their hearers and readers. Therefore the conditions 
of potentiality had to be dropped, and static con¬ 
ditions adopted. In other words, Getting Married 
had to succeed to Major Barbara. His characters 
had not to combine the semblance of loving and 
struggling; they had but to state their argumentative 
point of view. Which was an admirable and manly 
admission of his limitations by Mr. Shaw. But, 
with the air so cleared, to claim for it the name of 
mighty Drama is surely somewhat egregious. 

Sometimes to cast one’s eyes backward is to cast 
one’s eyes forward; and to cast one’s eyes forward 
is to stand still. The future we do not know. Mean¬ 
while the Pnst .stands behind us full of lessons. The 
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Future is the realm of unleamed precept: the Past 
is,stout and buxom with healthy practice. Or to 
translate this into dramatic example: problem plays 
are no new things; Lear w;as a problem play. But 
it was not, a thesis plaj^;* which is all the difference 
in the world, for a thesis play is not a problem play 
(however loudly it claim it), since by very virtue of its 
propounding* a thesis the problem was satisfactorily 
concluded in the author’s mind before ever the play 
was entered upon. A problem play sets out the 
nature of the problem in the very personalities or 
agencies that constitute it, leaving them to contend 
according to the vital and stressful conditions of 
their own natures. The personality of the author 
does not intrude in the course of its action, though^ 
it may before the action in the choice of his char¬ 
acters—except in the minor sense of human frailty, 
in an inability to express emotions outside the limits 
of his nature. The action is to proceed in the light 
of the sun, not in the limelight of the author’s own 
mind. In this way a play is a problem as life is a 
problem, some fragment of life as seen by the drama¬ 
tist’s own radiant vision. All the conditions of the 
problem are there, sometimes in such poise and balance 
of contention as to confute all theorems set to fit it. 
But a thesis, being a thesis, deliberately sets aside 
some of the conditions and propounds ,a philosophy. 
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For example, compare, with all the inequality of 
comparison between a tragedy and a comedy, Antony 
and Cleopatra and Man and Superman. Assuming 
that in the latter the prospective superman is tripped 
up in his pursuit of power -hy the subtle meshes of 
sex: we see it, perceive it, and, though the pro¬ 
position may startle us and awaken thought, yet it 
leaves us no whit more tduched than a» proposition 
set verbally before us by apothegm-or precept. ^ But | 
in seeing so mighty a man as Antony entrapped and ( 
brought to futility, pity is alive in us, the woe and 
calamity of it echo through our souls. Why? Be¬ 
cause Antony lives for us. We see him struggling, 
loving, contending; we see Cleopatra: we know her 
, for a woman, and perceive her in actual exercise of 
the eternal charm of her sex. We must love her too; 
and so our emotions are mingled, and sympathy 
brought nearer home to us. And when the catas¬ 
trophe falls, and the man of mighty possibilities is 
spilt in the sands of futility, we are purged with pity 
and terror, as with awe and sorrow brought home 
to our very hearts. Actuality lives in it, burns in it^ 
throbs through it. It is the sternest of realism: 
it is the only realism. It is actuality made tremen¬ 
dous. So-called and professing realism is gossamer 
and moonshine to it, without any of the weird beauty . 
of gpssame^and moonshine. And being actual, it is ' 
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vital. The only vitality is that of realism throbbing 
wifhv emotion. Romeo oalling for his Jniliet echoes 
to the end of time with sheer and eternal reality, 
voicing the experience of aU realists, that is, men of 
* heart and experience. 

Mr. Shaw has written against, and appealed against, 
Shakespeare. But he, more than any other man, is 
driving us back^to Shakes| 5 eare (not the clipped and 
shornl^Shakespearc of the Actor-manager). Shake¬ 
speare is not the end of all things. There is room for 
greater than Shakespeare. Shakespeare’s mistakes, 
in character, faulty conception, loose structure, 
fustian and wasteful speech, are before us to learn 
from. But there seems small chance of learning so 
long as Mr. Shaw’s plays stand across the future to, 
prove that in Shakespeare vital men and women 
moved and contended (the only basis of true conflict) 
in contradistinction to Mr. Shaw’s postulates in an 
argument (the basis of artificial opposition). 

There is not only Shakespeare. There is Ibsen. 
The distinction between Ibsen and Shakespeare is 
one of species and degree; the difference between 
Mr. Shaw and Ibsen is one of genus and kind. Ibsen’s 
characters may be, and are, vastly different to Shake- 
_ speare’s; but each is a creator of living beings, that, 
being deployed in action, play out their own per¬ 
sonalities. But the difference between\ Man and 


258 STUDIES AND APPRECIATIONS 


Superman and The Mister Builder is precisely tiiis; 
that Hilda and Solness reaMy do sway each other’s 
destinies by the impact of real life on real life, whereas 
John Tanner and Amir step their measures like 
puppets to their author’s bidding. In on? we know 
Hilda and Solness; in'the other we only see Mr. 
Shaw’s somewhat sardonic philosophy. 

There is also J. M. Synge. His chstacters may 
be disembodied souls, but they are# real disem’^died 
souls; the disembodied souls of intensely tiue and 
vital beings. It is at least not Synge we see every¬ 
where, but souls of men and women. He does not 
weary us witii iteration of himself. Nevertheless, 
Mr. Shaw, like J. M. Synge in his totally different 
way, has rendered Drama a considerable service above 
and beyond his onslaught on mere theatricality; and 
it is a service that only a vigorous mind could have 
achieved. He has taught us to give heed to the 
undeniable basis of all great Drama: Words. He, 
too, has taught us to hear, and, through hearing, to 
see more than the eye can give us. 


THE END 


STATE central URR.^RY. W.l 


66-A 8 T P*«d, 
Calcut^g^ftipVpft 


US';, PRINTERS, LBTCllWORTII 


By the ^me Author 

. -.. 

SHAKESPEARE 

A STUDY 

trown Svo. 5s. net 

. -- --- -.- - ^ — 

BROKEN ARCS 

A NOVEL 
Crown Svo. 6s. 

THE 

CRUCIBLES OF TIME 

AND OTHER POEMS 
Small Crown Svo. 3s. 6d. net 

J. M. DENT & SONS LTD. 



